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WILLIAM    SHAKSPEARE. 


TWO  centuries  have  pad,  and  the  third  is 
journeying  on,  iince  hght  and  life  was 
given  to  a  genius  whofe  courfe,  although  confined 
conliderably  within  the  fcriptural  term  of  mortal 
exiftence,  was  marked  mth  a  brilliancy  which  will 
retain  its  luftre  fo  long  as  nature  fhall  charm, 
fenfefhall  refine,  and  feeling  fhall  engage  the  heart 
which  dwells,  with  fondnefs  on  the  excellencies  of 
mortal  compofition. 

To  err  is  human,   and  thanks  to  the  numerous 
pens  which  have  been  employed  on  the  merits  and 

A  z  de- 
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dcfed  s  of  W  iL  L I A  M  Sh  A  K  s  p  E  A  R  E ,  the  latter  have 
been  fully  fet  forth  to  public  view.  But  of  the 
former,  like  a  rich  mine  whofe  (lores  are  unexhauft- 
able,  many  veins  yet  remain  untouched,  and 
which  is  flill  left  to  be  explored  by  future  critics. 
William  Sjiakspeare,  upon  whofe  labours  we 
have  formed  eight  volumes,  unclogged  with  in- 
terruptions, ungrateful  to  thofe  who  read  him 
*'  for  himfelf  alone,"  was  born  in  the  year  1564; 
his  father,  Mr.  John  ShaksPeare,  was  a  dpaler 
in  wool,  and  in  his  way  a  man  of  eminence. 
The  profits  arifmg  from  his  bufmefs,  however, 
were  not  found  to,  be  more  than  adequate  to  the 
fupport  often  children,  of  which  our  William 
was  the  eldeft.  It  was  the  defire  of  his  father  to 
beflow  on  his  firll-born  a  hberal  education,  but 
what  his  willies  aimed  at,  his  fortune  denied  ; 
as  a  prudent  man  therefore  he  led  his  fon's  fludies 
to  the  (beep's  fieecy  produce,  rather  than  to 
the  myfceries  of  the  fcholar's  page. 

It  is  not  to  be  fuppofed  that  a  mind,  fraught  widi 
the  golden  (lores  of  imaginadon,  would  fuffer  it- 
felf  to  be  long  involved  in  the  mids  of  ignorance. 
Books  and  men  became  in  their  turns  the  objedls 
of  his  attention,    and  without  entering  into  the 

too 
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too  much  trodden  path  of  conjecture,  to  what  de- 
gree of  learning  he  might  have  attained,  it  is  fully 
evident  from  the  noble  monument  he  has  raifed, 
to  illuftrate  and  dignify  his  memory,  that  he  was 
more  indebted  to  the  endowments  of  nature,  than 
to  the  acquifitions  of  art. 

*^*^  I  cannot  aiTirm,  (fays  Theobald)  with  any 
certainty,  how  long  his  father  lived ;  but  I 
take  him  to  be  the  fame  Mr.  John  Shakspeare 
who  was  living  in  the  year  1599,  and  who  then, 
in  honour  of  his  fon,  took  out  an  extracft  of  his  fa- 
mily-arms from  the  herald's  ofUce ;  by  which  it 
appears,  that  he  had  been  officer  and  bailiff  of 
Stratford-upon-Avon,  in  Warwickfhire  ;  and  that 
he  enjoyed  fome  hereditary  lands  and  tenements, 
the  reward  of  his  great  grandfather's  faithful  and 
approved  fervice  to  king  Henry  VII. 

"  Be  this  as  it  will,  our  Shakspeare,  it  feems, 
was  bred  for  fome  time  at  a  free-fchool ;  the  very 
free-fchool,  I  prefume,  founded  at  Stratfordr 
where,  we  are  told,  he  acquired  what  Latin  he 
was  mafter  of :  but  that  his  father  being  obliged, 
through,  narrownefs  of  ciixumftance,  to  withdraw 
him  too  foon  from  thence,  he  was  thereby  unhap- 

A  3  pily 


LIFE    OF    SHAKSPEARE. 

pily  prevented  from  making  any  proficiency  m' 
the  dead  languages. 

*'  How  long  he  continued  in  his  father's  way  of 
bufmefs,  either  as  an  affiftant  to  him,  or  on  his 
own  proper  account,  no  notices  are  left  to  inform 
us :  nor  have  I  been  able  to  learn  precifely  at  what 
period  of  life  he  quitted  his  native  Stratford,  and 
began  his  acquaintance  with   London  and  the 

STAGE. 

*^  Whether  the  force  of  inclination  merely,  or 
fome  concurring  circumftances  of  convenience  in 
the  match,  prompted  him  to  marry  fo  early,  is 
not  eafy  to  be  determined  at  this  diftance  ^  but,  it 
is  probable,  a  view  of  intereil  might  partly  fway 
his  condud  in  this  point  :  for  he  married  the 
daughter  of  one  Hathaway,  a  fubftantial  yeoman 
in  his  neighbourhood,  and  flie  had  the  ftart  of 
him  in  age  no  lefs  than  eight  years.  She  furvived 
him,  notwithftanding,  feven  leafons,  and  died  that 
very  year  in  which  the  players  publiihed  the  firfl: 
edition  of  his  works  in  folio,  Anno  Dom.  1623,  at 
the  age  of  67  years,  as  we  likewlfe  learn  from  her 
monument  ip  Stratford  churchy 

''  How 
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'f'  How  long  he  continued  in  this  kind  of  fettle- 
hient,  upon  his  own  native  fpot,  is  not  more  eafily 
to  be  determined.  But  if  the  tradition  be  true,  of 
that  extravagance  which  forced  him  both  to  quit 
his  country  and  way  of  living,  to  wit,  his  being 
engaged,  with  a  knot  of  young  deer-ftealers,  to 
rob  the  park  of  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  of  Cherlecot, 
near  Stratford,  the  enterprize  favours  fo  much  of 
yguth  and  levity,  we  may  reafonably  fuppofe  it 
was  before  he  could  write  full  man.  Befides,  con- 
fidering  he  has  left  us  fix-and-thirty  plays  at  leaft, 
avowed  to  be  genuine ;  and  confidering  too  that' 
he  had  retired  from  the  ftage,  to  fpend  the  latter 
part  of  his  days  at  his  own  native  Stratford  ;  the 
interval  of  time  necelTarily  required  for  the  finifh- 
ing  fo  many  dramatick  pieces,  obliges  us  to  fup- 
pofe he  threw  himfelf  very  early  upon  the  play-^ 
houfe.  And  as  he  could,  probably,  contract  no 
acquaintance  with  the  drama,  while  he  was  driving 
on  the  affair  of  wool  at  home  j  fome  time  muft  be 
loft,  even  after  he  had  commenced  player,  before 
he  could  attain  knowledge  enough  in  the  fcience 
to  qualify  himfelf  for  turning  author. 

"  It  has  been  obferved  by  Mr.  Rowe,  that,  a- 
mongft  other  extravagances,  which  our  au^thor  has 
gi\'en  to  his  Sir  John  Falftaff,  in  The  Merry  Wives 

A  4  ^/ 
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of  Windfo)\  he  has  made  him  a  deer-flealer ;  and^ 
that  he  might  at  the  fame  tinie  remember  his  War- 
wickfhire  profecutor,  under  the  name  of  JupLice 
Shallow,  he  has  given  him  very  near  the  fame 
coat  of  arms,  which  Dugdale,  in  his  Antiquities  of 
that  county,  defcribes  for  a  family  there.  There 
are  two  coats,  I  obferve,  in  Dugdale,  where  three 
filver  Mies  are  borne  in  the  name  of  Lucy  ;  and 
another  coat  to  the  monument  of  Lucy,  fon  of  Sir 
William  Lucy,  in  which  are  quartered,  in  four  fe- 
verai  divillons,  twelve  lirtle  fiilies,  three  in  each 
diviiion,  probably  L.ces,  This  very  coat,  indeed, 
feems,  alluded  to  in  Shallow's  giving,  the  dozen 
white  Luces ^  ?.nd  in  Slender  faying  he  may  quarter. 
When  I  confider  the  exceeding  candour  and  good- 
nature of  our  author  (which  inclined  all  die  gentler 
part  of  the  world  to  love  iiim,  as  the  pov^^er  of 
his  wit  obliged  the  men  of  the  nioft  delicate  know- 
ledge and  polite  learnnig  to  admire  him)  ;  and 
that  he  fhoald  throw  this  humorous  piece  of  fa- 
tire  at  his  profecutor,  at  lead  twenty  years  after 
the  provocation  given  ;  I  am  confidently  perfuad- 
ed  it  mufi:  be  owing  to  an  unforgiving  rancour  on 
the  profecutor's  fide  :  and,  S  this  was  the  cafe,  it 
were  pity  but  the  difgrace  of  fuch  an  inveteracy 
(liould  remain  as  a  lafting  reproach,  and  Shallow 

ftand 
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ftand  as  a  mark  of  ridicule  to  fligmatize  his  ma-* 
lice. 

^*  It  is  faid,  our  author  fpent  fome  years  before 
his  death  in  eafe,  retirement,  and  the  converfa- 
tion  of  his  friends,  at  his  native  Stratford.  I  could 
never  pick  up  any  certain  intelligence,  when  he 
relinquifned  the  flage.  1  know  it  has  been  mif- 
takenly  thought  by  fome,  that  Spenfer*s  Thalia^  in 
his  "tears  of  his  M'ijes,  where  fhe  laments  the  lofs 
of  her  Willy,  in  the  comick  fcene,  has  been  ap- 
plied to  our  author's  quitting  the  ftage.  But  Spen- 
fer  himfelf,  it  is  well  known  quitted  the  ftage  of 
life  in  the  year  1598;  and,  five  years  after  diis, 
we  find  Shakfpeare's  name  among  the  a6bors  in 
Ben  Jonfon's  Sejanus,  which  firfl  made  its  appear- 
ance in  the  year  1603.  Nor,  furely,  could  he  then 
have  any  thoughts  of  retiring,  fince  that  very  year 
a  licence  under  the  privy-feal  was  granted  by  King 
James  I.  to  him  and  Fletcher,  Burbage,  Phillippes, 
Heminge,  Condell,  &c.  audiorizing  them  to  ex- 
ercife  the  art  of  playing  comedies,  tragedies,  &c. 
as  well  at  their  ufual  houfe  called  The  Globe,  on  the 
other  fide  of  the  water,  as  in  any  other  parts  of  the 
kingdom,  during  his  majefty's  pleafure  (a  copy  of 
which  licenfe  is  preferved  in  Ryder's  Foedera,)  A- 
galn,  it  is  certain,  that  Shakspeare  did  not  exhi- 
bit 
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bit  Ills  Macbeth  till  after  the  Union  was  broiiglif 
about,  and  till  after  King  James  I.  had  begun  to 
touch  for  the  evil ;  for,  it  is  plain,  he  has  inferted 
compliments  on  both  thofe  accounts,  upon  his 
royal  mafter  in  that  tragedy.     Nor,  indeed,  could 
the  number  of  the  dramatick  pieces,  he  produced^ 
admit  of  his  retiring  near  fo  early  as  that  period. 
So  that  what  Spenfer  there  fays,  if  it  relates  at  all 
to  Shakfpeare,  mull  hint  at  fome  occafional  recefs 
he  m.ade  for  a  time  upon  a  difgufl  taken  :  or  the 
Willy  there  mentioned,  mufl  relate  to  fome  other 
favourite  poet.     I  believe,  we  may  fafely  deter- 
mine, that  he  had  not  quitted  in  the  year  1610. 
For,  in  his  fe/npeft^  our  author  makes  mention  of 
the  Bermuda  iflands,   which  were    unknown   to 
the  Engliih,  till,  in  1609,  Sir  John  Summers  made 
a  voyage  to  North- America,  and  difcovered  them,, 
and  afterwards  invited  fome  of  his  countrymen  to 
fettle  a  plantation  there.     That  he  became  the 
private  gendeman,  at  leafl  three  years  before  his 
deceafe,  is  pretty  obvious  from  another  circum- 
fiance  :    I  mean,  from  that  remarkable  and  well- 
known  ftory,  which  Mr.  Rowe  has  given  us  of 
our  author's  intimacy  with  Mr.  John  Combe,    an 
pld  gentleman  noted  thereabouts  for  his  wealth 

and 
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and  ufury ;  and  upon  whom  Shakspeare  made' 
the  following  facetious  epitaph  : 

Ten  in  the  hundred  lies  here  ingrav^dy 
^Tis  a  hundred  to  ten  his  foul  is  not  fciv\i  -, 

•  If  any  man  afk,  zvho  lies  in  this  tomh^ 

Oh  I  oh  !  quoth  the  devil ^  *tis  my  John-a-Comhe^ 

"This  farcaftical  piece  of  wit  was,  at  the  gentle- 
man's own  requefl,  thrown  out  extemporally  in 
his  company.  And  this  Mr.  John  Combe  I  take 
to  be  the  fame,  who,  by  Dugdale  in  his  AntiquU 
ties  of  tVarzvickjIjirey  is  faid  to  have  died  in  tiie 
year  1614,*  and  for  whom,  at  the  upper  end  of 
the  choir  of  the  Guild  of  the  Holy  Crofs  at  Strat- 
ford, a  fair  monument  is  eredled,  having  a  fta- 
tue  thereon  cut  in  alabafler,  and  in  a  gown,  with 
this  epitaph.  "  Here  hedi  mterred  the  body  of 
'^  John  Gombe,  Efq.  who  died  the  loth  of  July, 
^^  1614,  who  bequeathed  feveral  annual  charities 
**  to  the  parilh  of  Stratford,  and  lool.  to  be  lent 
^'  to  fifteen  poor  tradefmen  from  three  years  to 
*'  three  years,    changing  the  parties  every  third 

*  By  Mr.  Combe's  Will,  which  is  now  in  the  Preroga- 
tive-Office in  London,  Shakfpeare  had  a  legacy  of  five 
pounds  bequeathed  to  him.     This  Willis  without  any  date. 

*^  year 
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**  year,  at  the  rate  of  fifty  (hillings  per  annum, 
**  the  Increafe  to  be  difcributed  to  the  alms -poor 
*'  there." — Tb-  donation  has  all  the  air  of  a  rich 
and  fagacious  ufurer. 

"  SHAKSPEREhimfelfdid  not  furvive Mr. Combe 
long,  for  he  died  in  the  year  1616,  on  his  birth 
day.  He  lies  buried  on  the  north  fide  of  the 
chancel  in  the  great  church  at  Stratford  ;  where 
a  monument,  decent  enough  for  the  time,  is 
erected  to  him,  and  placed  againft  the  wall.  He 
is  reprefented  under  an  arch  in  a  fitting  pofliure, 
a  cufhion  fpread  before  him,  with  a  pen  in  his 
rio-ht  hand,  and  his  left  reflied  on  a  fcroll  of 
paper.  The  Latin  diftich^  which  is  placed  un- 
der the  cufhion,  has  been  given  us  by  Mr.  Pope, 
or  his   graver,  in  this  manner  : 

INGENIO  Fylium^  genlo  Socratem^  arte  Alaronem, 
Terra  tegif,  populus  mccrety  Olympus  hahet, 

"  I  confefs,  I  do  not  conceive  the  difference  be* 
.twixt  ingenlo  and  genio  in  the  flrft  verfe.  They 
feem  to  me  entirely  fynon^^mous  terms;  nor  was. 
the  Pylian  fage,  Neftor,  celebrated  for  his  inge- 
nuity, but  for  an  experience  and  judgment  ow- 

ino; 
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mg  to  his  long  age.  Dugdale,  in  his  AntlquU 
ties  of  IVarwickjVire^  has  copied  this  diftich  with' 
a  di{lin<5lion  which  Mr.  Rowe  has  followed,  and 
which  certainly  reflores  us  the  true  meaning  of 
the  epitaph  : 

JUBICIO  PjUim,  genio  Socratem^y  &c. 

"  In  1 6 1 4,  the  greateil  part  of  the  town  of  Strat- 
ford was  confumed  by  fire  j  but  our  Shakspe  are's 

houfe, 

*  The  fixft  fyllable  in  Socratem  is  here  made  ijiort,  which 
cannot  be  allowed.  Perhaps  we  fliould  read  Sophoclem. 
Shakfpeare  is  then  appofitely  compared  with  a  dramatick  au- 
thor among-  the  ancients :  but  ftill  it  Ihould  be  remembered 
that  the  elogium  is  leflbned  while  the  metre  is  reformed  j 
and  it  is  well  known  that  fame  of  our  early  writers  of  Latia 
poetry  were  uncommonly  negligent  in  their  profody,  efpe- 
cially  in  proper  names.  The  thought  of  this  diilich,  as 
Mr.  Toilet  obferves,  might  have  been  taken  from  the  Fairy 
Queene  of  Spenfer,  b.  ii.  c  9.  fl.  4S,  and  c.  10.  ft.  3. 

To  this  Latin  infcription  on  Shakfpeare  fliould  be  added 
the  lines  which  arc  found  underneath  it  on  his  monument; 

Stay,  paflenger,  why  doft  thou  go  fo  fafl? 
Read,  if  thou  canft,  whom  envious  death  hath  plac*d 
Within  this  monument;   Shakfpeare,  with  whom 
Quick  nature  dy'd,  whofe  name  doth  deck  the  tomb 
Far  more  than  coll ;  hnce  all  that  he  hath  vyrit 
Leaves  living  art  but  page  to  ferve  his  wit. 

Again 
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Iioufe,  among  fome  others,  efcaped  the  flames. 
This  houfe  was  firft  built  by  Sir  Hugh  Clopton, 
a  younger  brother  of  an  ancient  family  in  that 
neighbourhood,    who  took  their  name  from  the 
manor  of  Clopton.      Sir  Hugh  was   Sheriff  of 
London  in  the  reign  of  Richard  III.  and  lord- 
mayor  in  the  reign  of  king  Henry  VII.     To  this 
p;entleman  the  town  of  Stratford  is  indebted  for 
the    fine    ftone- bridge,    confifting   of   fourteen 
arches,  which,  at  an  extraordinary  expence,    he 
built  over  the  Avon,  together  with  a  caufeway 
running  at  the  weft-end  thereof;  as  alfo  for  re- 
building the  chapel  adjoining  to  his  houfe,    an4 
the  crofs-aile  in  the  church  there.     It  is  remark- 
able  of  him,    that  though  he  hved  and  died  a 
bachelor,    among  the   other    extenfive   charities 
which  he  left  both  to  the  city  of  London  and 
town  of  Stratford,    he  bequeathed  confiderable 

A^a'm,  near  the  wall  on  which  this  raonument  is  ere6ledj| 
is  a  plain  frce-ftone,  under  which  his  body  is  buried,  with 
another  epitaph,  exprefled  in  an  uncouth  mixture  of  fipall 
and  capital  letters : 

Good  friend  for  lefus  SAKE  forbeare 
To  diGG  T-E  Duft  EncloAfed  HERe 
Blefe  be  T-E  Man  y  fpares  TEs  Stones 
Andcurftbc  He  J  moves  my  bones, 

legacies! 
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legacies  for  the  marriage  of  poor  maidens  of 
good  mme  and  fame  both  in  London  and  at 
Stratford.  Notwithftanding  which  large  dona- 
tions in  his  hfe,  and  bequeft  at  his  death,  as 
}ie  had  purchafed  the  manor  of  Clopton,  and 
ail-  the  ftate  of  the  family,  fo  he  left  the  fame 
again  to  his  elder  brother's  fon^  with  a  very  great 
addition  (a  proof  how  well  beneficence  and  oeco- 
nomy  may  walk  hand  in  hand  in  wife  families  :) 
good  part  of  which  eftate  is  yet  in  the  poffef- 
fion  of  Edward  Clopton,  Efq.  and  Sir  Hugh 
Clopton,  knt.  lineally  defcended  from  the  elder 
brother  of  the  firft  Sir  Hugh,  who  particularly 
bequeathed  to  his  nephew,  by  his  will,  his  houfe^ 
by  the  nam^  of  his  Great  Houfe  in  Stratford. 

*'  The  eftate  had  now  been  fold  out  of  the  CIop-» 
ton  family  for  above  a  century,  at  the  time  when 
Shakspeare  became  the  purchafer;  who,  having 
repaired  and  modelled  it  to  his  own  mind, 
changed  the  name  to  New- Place,  which  the  man- 
fion-houfe,  fmce  ereded  upon  the  fame  fpot  at 
this  day  retains.  The  houfe  and  lands,  which 
attended  it,  continued  in  Shakspeare's  defend- 
ants to  the  time  of  the  Rejioration ;  when  they 
were  repurchafed  by  the  Clopton  family,  and  the 

maniion 
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maniion  now  belongs  to  Sir  Hugh  Clopton,  knU 
To  the  favour  of  this  worthy  gentleman  I  owe 
the  knowledge  of  one  particular,  in  honour  of 
our  poet^s  once  dwelling  houfe,  of  which,  1  pre- 
fume,  Mr.  Rowe  never  was  apprized.  When 
the  civil  v>^ar  raged  in  England,  and  king  Charles 
the  Firfl's  queen  was  driven  by  the  necefTity  of 
affairs  to  make  a  recefs  in  Warwickfhire,  ihe 
kept  her  court  for  three  weeks  in  New  place. 
We  may  reafonably  fuppcfe  it  then  the  beft  pri- 
vate houfe  in  the  town  ;  and  her  majefty-  pre- 
ferred it  to  the  college,  which  was  in  the  polTef- 
lion  of  the  Combe  family,  who  did  not  fo  flrong- 
ly  favour  the  king's  party. 

*^  How  much  our  author  employed  himfelf  in 
poetry,  after  his  retirement  from  the  ftage,  does 
not  fo  evidently  appear  :  very  few  pofthumous 
Iketches  of  his  pen  have  been  recovered  to  af- 
ccrtain  that  point.  We  have  been  told,  indeed, 
in  print,  but  not  till  very  lately,  that  two  large 
chefts  full  of  this  great  man's  loofe  papers  and 
manufcripts  in  the  hands  of  an  ignorant  baker  of 
Warwick  (who  married  one  of  the  defcendants 
from  our  Shakspeare,)  were  car  fflv  fcattcicd 
and  thrown  about  as  garret-lumber  and  litter,    to 

the 
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the  particular  knowledge  of  the  late  Sir  William 
Biihop,  till  they  were  all  confutned  in  the  general 
fire  and  deftrudtion  of  that  town.  I  cannot  help 
being  a  little  apt  to  diflruft;  the  authority  of  this 
tradition,  becaufe  his  wife  furvived  him  feven 
years ;  and,  as  his  favourite  daughter  Sufanna 
fiirvived  her  twenty-fix  years,  it  is  very  improba- 
ble they  fhould  fuffer  fuch  a  treaflire  to  be  re- 
moved, and  tranflated  into  a  remoter  branch  of 
the  family,  without  a  fcrutiny  firfl:  made  into  the 
value  of  it.  This,  I  fay,  inclines  me  to  diflruft 
the  authority  of  the  relation  :  but,  notwithftand- 
ing  fuch  an  apparent  improbability,  if  we  really 
loft  fuch  a  treafure,  by  whatever  fatality  or  ca- 
price of  fortune  they  came  into  fuch  ignorant 
and  negledful  hands,  I  agree  with  the  relatety 
the  misfortune  is  wholly  irreparable. 

No  mention  has  been  made  of  the  nature  of  the 
malady  which  brought  Shakspeare  to  his  grave; 
he  met  the  ftroke  of  death  on  his  birth  day,  hav- 
ing juft  completed  his  5 2d  year.  It  may  be  re- 
gretted that  a  longer  fpan  to  his  exiftence  was  de* 
nied,  but  let  it  be  conlidered,  that  while  an  infant 
in  his  cradle  he  was  preferred  amidft  furrounding 
danger.     The  plague  broke  out  at  Stratford,  and 

C  was 
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was  fo  dreadful  in  its  efFeds  between  Midfummer 
and  Chriftmas,  that  238  perfons  were^  during 
that  period,  carried  to  their  graves :  "  of  which 
number/'  fays  Malone,  probably  216  died  of  that 
malignant  diftemper,  and  one  only  refided,  not  in 
Stratford,  but  in  the  neighbouring  town  of  Wel- 
combe.  In  a  calculation,  too  much  allied  to  fe- 
veral  other  trifles  to  be  met  with  in  his  labours, 
this  gentleman  accounts  for  his  fuppofition,  "  for- 
tunately for  mankind  it  did  not  reach  the  houfe  in 
which  the  infant  Shakspeare  lay,  for  not  one  of 
that  name  appear  in  the  dead  lift." 

To  do  juftice  to  the  talk  of  deliniating  the  cha- 

rader  of  a  Shakspeare  would  demand  a  genius 

unbounded  as  his  own.     We  can  found  the  fhal- 

low  ftream,  and  meafure  with  accuracy  the  green 

hills,  but  who  can  fathom  the  ocean,  or  to  nice 

calculation  reduce  the  blue  heights  of  the  Alps 

that  repofe  their  heads  upon  the  clouds?     The 

reputation  of  other  writers  dwindles  away  from  a 

clofe  infpedion  of  their  works,  but  the  nearer  we 

examine  the  writings  of  Shakspeare  the  more 

we  are  ftruck  with  admiration.      The  pillar  of 

fame,   which  the  genius   of  that  bard  has  ered- 

ed,  refembles  thofe  ftupendous  monuments  of  E- 

gyptian 


LIFE    OF    SHAKSPEARE. 

gyptian  grandeur,  which  have  braved,  unimpaired, 
for  fo  many  centuries,  the  iron  tooth  of  time,  at 
a  great  diftance  the  traveller  beholds  them  mixing 
their  almoft  invifible  fummits  with  the  fky;  as  he 
approaches  nearer  and  nearer  the  giant  pile  ex- 
pands  and  grows  upon  his  fight;  till,  at  length, 
dumb  and  motionlefs,and  amazed,  he  flands  at  the 
foot  of  the  immeafurable  magnitude. 

Of  pofthamous  reputation  however  our  Bard 
was  httle  felicitous .     With  a  noble  neghgence  he 
abandoned  his  writings    to  the   guardianfhip    of 
chance,  and,  like  the  leaves  of  the  fybil,  the  works 
of  Shakspeare,  deftined  to  become  the  oracles 
of  future  ages,  were  long  blown  about  by  every 
gull  of  pedant  ignorance  or  popular  opinion.     In 
the  profound  philofophy  of  our  Bard  the  "  bubble 
reputation'*  was  held  in  flight  efteem ;  in  the  no- 
ble flights  of  fancy  the  thoughts  of  public  opinion 
wete  left  below,  defpifing  the  glittering  allurement 
of  fame;    our  Shakspeare  foared  above  thofe 
fublunary  glories,  which,  like  the  bafelefs  fabric  of 
a  vifion,  ^*  melts  into  thin  air,"  and  leaves  no  trace 
behind."     Hence  at  an  early  period  of  life  he  re- 
tired from  the  career  of  glory  to  experience  the 
more  real  and  fubftantial  enjoyment  of  peace,  eafe, 
and  rural  happinefs.  C  z  ODE 
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RAPT  from  the  glance  of  mortal  eye, 
Say  burfls  thy  Genius  to  the  world  of  light? 
Seeks  it  yon  flar-befpangled  fky  ? 
Or  iknns  it's  fields  with  rapid  flight  ? 
Or  mid'  yon  plains  where  Fancy  ftrays. 
Courts  it  the  balmy-breathing  gale  ? 
Or  where  the  violent  pale 
Droops  o'er  the  green-embroider'd  flream;  • 
Or  where  young  Zephir  ftirs  the  ruflling  fprays. 
Lies  all  di/iblv'd  in  fairy-dream. 
O'er  yon  bleak  defert's  unfrequented  round 
See'ft  :hou  where  Nature  treads  the  deepening 

gloom. 
Sits  r>n  yon  h^ary  tow'r  Vv'th  ivy  crown'd, 
Or  wilaiy  w*ilo  o'er  thy  lamented  tomb^ 

Hear'fl: 
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Hear*ft  thou  the  folemn  mufic  wind  along? 

Or  thrills  the  warbling  note  in  thy  mellifluous  fong? 

Oft  while  on  earth  'twas  thine  to  rove 
Where'er  the  wild-eyed  Goddefs  lov'd  to  roam. 
To  trace  ferene  the  gloomy  grove, 
Or  haunt  meek  Quiet's  fimple  dome; 
Still  hovering  round  the  Nine  appear. 
That  pour  the  foul-tranfporting  flrain ; 
Join'd  to  the  Loves'  gay  train, 
The  loofe-robed  Graces  crown 'd  whith  flow'rs 
The  light-wing'd  gales  that  lead  the  vernal  year. 
And  wake  the  rofy-featured  Hours. 
O'er  all  bright  Fancy's  beamy  radiance  fhone. 
How  flam'd  thy  bofom  as  her  charms  reveal ! 
Her  fire-clad  eye  fublime,  her  ilarry  zone. 
Her  treffes  loofe  that  wanton'd  on  the  gale; 
On  Thee  the  Goddefs  fix'd  her  ardent  look. 
Then  from  her  glowing  lips  thefe  melting  accents 
broke. 

*'  To  Thee,  my  favourite  fon,  belong 
^'  The  lays  that  fteal  the  liftening  hour; 
*'  To^pour  the  rapture -darting  fong, 
"  To  paint  gay  Hoj)e's  elyfian  bower. 

"  From 
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From  Nature's  hand  to  fnatch  the  dart. 
To  cleave  with  pangs  the  bleeding  heart  j 
Or  lightly  fweep  the  trembling  firing. 
And  call  the  Loves  with  purple  wing 
From  the  blue  deep  where  they  dwell 
With  Naiads  in  the  pearly  cell. 
Soft  on  the  fea-born  Goddefs  gaze; 
Or  in  the  loofe  robe's  floating  maze, 
DifTolv'd  in  downy  flumbers  refl; 
Or  flutter  o'er  her  panting  bread. 
Or  wild  to  melt  the  yielding  foul. 
Let  Sorrow  clad  in  fable  flple 
Slow  to  thy  mufing  thought  appear; 
Or  penfive  Pity  Pale; 
Or  Love's  defponding  tale 
Call  from  th'  intender'd  heart  the  fympathetic 
'^  tear." 


Say  whence  the  magic  of  thy  mind? 

Why  thrills  thy  mufic  on  the  fprings  of  thought? 

Why,  at  thy  pencil's  touch  refin'd 

Starts  into  life  the  glowing  draught  ? 

On  yonder  fairy  carpet  laid. 

Where  Beauty  pours  eternal  bloom. 

And  Zephir  breaths  perfume; 

There  nightly  to  die  tranced  eye 

Profuffc 
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Profufe  the  radiant  goddefs  flood  difplay^d. 
With  all  her  fmiling  offspring  nigh. 
Sudden  the  mantling  cliif,  the  arched  wood, 
The  broidered  mead,  the  landikip,  and  the  grove. 
Hills,  vales,  and  iky-dipt  feas,  and  torrents  rude. 
Grots,  rills  and  {hades,  and  bowers  that  breath'd 

of  love 
All  burft  to  fight  l—rwhile  glancing  on  the  view, 
Titania's  fporting  train  brufh'd  hghtly  o'er  the 

dew. 

The  pale-eyed  Genius  of  the  fliade 

Led  thy  bold  ftep  to  Profper's  magic  bower;     ' 

Whofe  voice  the  howling  winds  obey'd, 

Whofe  dark  fpell  chain'd  the  rapid  hour: 

Then  rofe  ferene  the  fea-girt  ifle ; 

Gay  fcenes  by  Fancy's  touch  refin'd 

Glow'd  to  the  muling  mind: 

Such  vifions  blefs  the  hermit's  dream, 

When  hovering  Angels  prompt  his  placid  fmile, 

Or  paint  fome  high  ecilatic  theme. 

Then  fiam'd  Miranda  on  th'  enraptured  gaze. 

Then  faii'd  bright  Ariel  on  the  bat's  lleet  wing: 

Or  ftarts  the  llft'ning  throng  m»ftill  amaze ! 

The  wild  note  trembling  on  th'  aerial  firing ! 

The 
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The  form  in  heav'n's  refplendent  vefhire  gay 
Floats  on  themantling  cloud,  and  pours  the  mdt- 
ing  lay. 

O  lay  me  near  yon  Ihnpid  ftream, 

Whofe  murmur  foothes  the  ear  of  Woe ! 

There  in  fome  fweet  poetic  dream 

Let  Fancy's  bright  Elyfmm  glow ! 

*Tis  done:— o'er  all  the  blufiiing  mead 

The  dark  Wood  fliakes  his  cloudy  head^ 

Below,  the  lily-fringed  dale 

Breathes  its  milds  fragrance  on  the  gale  5 

While  in  paftime  all-unfeen^ 

Titania  robed  in  mantle  green 

Sports  on  the  mofly  bank: — her  train 

Skims  light  along  the  gleaming  plain; 

Or  to  the  fluttering  breeze  unfold 

The  blue  wingflreak'd  with  beamy  gold. 

Its  pinions  opening  to  the  light !  — 

Say,  burfts  the  vifion  on  my  light? 

Ah,  no  1  by  Shakfpeare's  pencil  drawn. 

The  beauteous  fhapes  appear ; 

While  meek-eyed  Cynthia  near 

Illumes  with  ilreaitiy  ray  the  iilver-mantled  lawn. 


But 
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But  hark  !  the  Tempeft  howls  afar  1 

Burfts  the  loud  whirlwind  o'er  the  pathlefs  wafte  1 

What  Cherub  blows  the  trump  of  war  ? 

What  Demon  rides  the  ftormy  blaft? 

Red  from  the  lightning's  livid  blaze. 

The  bleak  heath  rufhes  on  the  fight ; 

Then  wrapt  in  fudden  night 

Diffolves.— But  ah  !  what  kingly  form 

Roams  the  lone  defart's  defolated  maze  ! 

Unaw'd  !  nor  heeds  the  fweeping  florm. 

Ye  pale-eyed  lightnings  fpare  the  cheek  of  age  ! 

Vain  wifh  ;— though  Anguifh  heaves  the  burfting 


groan. 


Deaf  as  the  flint,  the  marble  ear  of  Rage 
Hears  not  the  Mourner's  unavailing  moan  : 
Heart-pierc'd  he  bleeds,  and  flung  with  wild  dc- 

fpair 
Bares  his  time-blafted  head,  and  tears  his  filver  hair. 

Lo  !  on  yon  long-refounding  fhore. 

Where  the  rock  totters  o'er  the  headlong  deep ; 

What  phantomes  bathed  in  infant  gore 

Stand  muttering  on  the  dizzy  fleep  ! 

Their  murmur  (hakes  the  zephir's  wing  ! 

The  ftorm  obeys  their  powerful  fpell ; 

See,  from  His  gloomy  cell 

D  Fierce 
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Fierce  Winter  ftarts !  his  fcowling  eye 

Bloats  the  fair  mantle  of  the  breathing  Spring, 

And  lowers  along  the  ruffled  iky. 

To  the  deep  vault  the  yelling  hai-pies  run,* 

Its  yawning  mouth  receives  th'  infernal  crew. 

Dim  thro'  the  black  gloom  winks  the  glimmering 

fun, 
And  the  pale  furnace  gleams  with  brimftone  blue. 
Hell  howls  :  and  fiends  that  join  the  dire  acclaim 
Dance  on  the  bubbling  tide,    and  point  the  livid 

flame. 

But  ah  !  on  Sorrow's  cyprefs  bough 
Can  Beauty  breathe  her  genial  bloom  ? 
On  Death's  cold  cheek  will  PafTion  glow  ? 
Or  Mufic  warble  from  the  tomb  ? 
There  fleeps  the  Bard,  whofe  tuneful  tongue 
Pour'd  the  full  ftream  of  mazy  fong. 
Young  fpring  with  lip  of  ruby,  here 
Showers  from  her  lap  the  blufhing  year  ; 
While  along  the  turf  reclin'd. 
The  loofe  wing  fwimming  on  the  wind. 
The  Loves  with  forward  geflure  bold. 
Sprinkle  the  fod  with  fpangling  gold ; 


*  The  Witches  in  Macbeth, 


And 
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And  oft  the  blue-eyed  graces  trim. 
Dance  lightly  round  on  downy  limb  ; 
Oft  too,  when  Eve  demure  and  ilill 
Chequers  the  green  dale's  purling  rill. 
Sweet  Fancy  pours  th'  plaintive  ftrain. 
Or  wrapt  in  Toothing  dream. 
By  Avon's  ruffled  ftream, 

Hears  the  low-murmuring  gale  that  dies  along  the 
plain. 


An  Infaiption  for  a  Monument  of  SHAKSPEARE. 

\J  Youths  and  Virgins :  O  declining  eld  : 
O  pale  misfortune's  flaves  :  O  ye  who  dwell 
Unknown  in  humble  qiet ;  ye  who  wait 
In  courts,  or  fill  the  golden  feat  of  kings  : 
O  fons  of  fporCs  and  pleafure;  O  thou  wretch 
That  weepeil  for  jealous  love,  or  the  fore  wounds 
Of  confcious  guilt,  or  deaths  rapacious  hand. 
Which  led  thee  void  of  hope  :  O  ye  who  roam 
In  exile ;  ye  who  through  the  embattled  field 
Seek  bright  renown  ^  or  who  for  nobler  palms 
Contend,  the  leaders  of  a  public  caufe  ; 
Approach  :  behold  this  marble.     Know  ye  not 

D  2  The 
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The  features  ?  Hath  not  oft  his  faithful  tongue 
Told  you  the  fafliion  of  your  own  eftate, 
The  fecrets  of  your  bofom  ?  Here  then,  round 
His  monument  with  reverence  while  ye  fland. 
Say   to   each  other:  '^  This  was  Shakspeare's 

form  3 
"  Who  walk'd  in  every  path  of  human  life, 
*'  Felt  every  paflion  ;  and  to  all  mankind 
''  Doth  now,  will  ever,  that  experience  yield 
"  Which  his  own  genius  only  could  acquire." 

Akenside. 


In  Memory  of  our  famous  SHAKSFEARE. 

Sacred  spirit,  whilfl  thy  lyre 
Echoed  o'er  the  Arcadian  plains, 

Even  Apollo  did  admire, 

Orpheus  wonder'd  at  thy  ftrains. 

Plautus  figh'd,  Syphocles  wept 

Tears  of  anger,  for  to  hear. 
After  they  fo  long  had  llept, 

So  bright  a  genius  ihould  appear , 


Who 
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Who  wrote  his  Hnes  with  a  fun-beam, 

More  durable  than  time  or  fate  : 
Others  boldly  do  blafpheme, 

Like  thofe  who  feem  to  preach,  but  prate. 

Thou  wert  truly  priefl  eledl, 

Chofen  darling  to  the  Nine, 
Such  a  trophy  to  ered; 

By  thy  wit  and  fkill  divine ; 

That  were  all  their  other  glories 

(Them  excepted)  torn  away. 
By  thy  admirable  {lories 

Their  garments  ever  Ihall  be  gay. 

Where  thy  honoured  bones  do  lie, 

(As  Statius  once  to  Maro's  urn,) 
Thither  every  year  will  I 

Slowly  tread,  and  fadly  mourn. 

S.  Sheppard.* 


When  learning's  triumph  o'er  her  barbarous  foes 
Firft  reared  theftage,  immortal  Shakspeare  role; 
Each  change  of  many-colour'd  life  he  drew, 
Exhaufted  worlds,  and  then  imagined  new  ; 

*  Author  of  a  fmall  'volume  of  Epigrams^ pubUJhed  1651. 

His 
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Exiflence  faw  him  fpiirn  her  bounded  reign. 
And  panting  time  toiFd  after  him  in  vain : 
His  powerful  flirokes  preliding  truth  impreff'd 
And  um-cfifted  paffion  ftorm'd  the  breaft* 

By  Dr.,  Samuel  Johnsom. 


The  TOMB  of  SHAKSPEARE, 
A      VISION, 

By  JoJm   GILBERT  COOPER,   Efj. 

W  HAT  time  the  jocund  rofie-bofom'd  hours 
Led  forth  the  train  of  Phoebus  and  the  Spring, 

And  Zephyr  mild  profufely  fcatter'd  flowers 
On  earth's  green  mantle  from  his  mufky  wing. 

The  Morn  unbarr'd  th'  ambrolial  gates  of  light, 
Weftward  the  raven-pinnion*d  darknefs  flew^ 

The  Landfcape  fmird  in  vernal  beauty  bright. 
And  to  their  graves  the  fullen  Ghofls  withdrew. 

The 
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The  Nightingale  no  longer  fwelled  her  throat 
With  love-lorn  plainings  tremulous  and  flow. 

And  oil  the  wings  of  lilence  ceas'd  to  float 
The  gargling  Notes  of  her  melodious  woe  : 

The  God  of  fleep  myfkerious  viiions  led 
In  gay  proceilion,  Yore  the  mental  eye  ; 

And  my  freed  foul  awhile  her  manfion  fled. 
To  try  her  plumes  for  immortality. 

Through  fields  of  air,  methought,  I  took  my  flight. 
Through  every  clime,  o'er  every  region  pafs'd,  . 

No  Paradice  or  ruin  'fcap'd  my  fight, 

Hesperian  garden,  or  Cimmerian  wafl:e. 

On  Avon's  banks  I  lit,  whofe  ftreams  appear 
To  wind  with  eddies  find  round  Shaksp earl's 
tomb, 
The  year's  firft  feath'ry  fongfters  warble  near. 
And  vi'lets  breate,  and  earlica  rofes  bloom. 

Here  Fancy  fat,  (her  dewy  Angers  cold 

Decking  with  flow'rett  frefli  th'  unfullied  fod,) 
And  bath'd  with  tears  the  fad  fepulchral  mold. 
Her  fav'rite  offspring's  long  and  lafh  abode. 

Ah  !  what  avails,  (he  cry'd,  a  Poet's  name  ? 
Ah  !  what  avails  th'  immortalizing  breath 

To 
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To  fnatch  from  dumb  oblivion  others  fame  ? 
My  darling  child  here  lies  a  prey  to  death  1 

Let  gentle  Otway,  white-rob'd  Pity's  pried. 
From  grief  domeftic  teach  the  tears  to  flow. 

Or  Southern  captivate  th'  impaffion'd  bread 
With  heart-felt  fighs  and  fympathy  of  woe. 

For  not  to  thefe  his  genius  was  confin'd, 

Nature  and  I  each  tuneful  pow'r  had  given, 

Poetic  tranfports  of  the  madding  mind. 

And  the  wing'd  words  that  waft  the  foul  to 
heaven. 

The  fiery  glance  of  th'  intelledlual  eye. 
Piercing  all  objects  of  creations  ftore. 

Which  in  this  world'  extended  furface  lie  j 
And  plaftic  thought  that  ftill  creat'd  more. 

O  grant,  with  eager  rapture  I  reply'd, 

Grant  me,  great  goddefs  of  the  changeful  eye. 

To  view  each  Being  in  poetic  pride. 
To  whom  thy  fon  gave  immortality. 

Sweet  Fancy  fmilM,    and  wav'd  her  myftic  rod. 
When  ftrait  thefe  vifions  felt  her  powerful  arm. 

And  one  by  one  fucceeded  at  her  nod. 
As  valTal  Sprites  obey  the  wizard  charm. 

Firft 
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Firfl:  a  celellial  form  (of  azure  hue 

VVhofe  mantle,  bound  with  brede  aetherial,  ilow'd 
To  each  foft  breeze  its  balmy  breath  that  drew) 

Swift  down  the  fun-beams  of  the  noon-tide  rode. 

Obedient  to  the  necromantic  fway 

Of  an  old  fage  to  folitude  refign'd. 
With  fenny  vapors  he  obfcur'd  the  day. 

Launched  the  Jong  lightning,  and  let  loofe  the 
wind. 

He  whirl'd  the  temped  through  the  howling  air. 
Rattled  the  dreadful  thunder-clap  on  hip^h. 

And  rais'd  the  roaring  elemental  war 

Betwixt  the  fea  green  waves  and  azure  iky. 

Then,  like  heaven's  mild  embajTador  of  love 
To  man  repentant,  bade  the  tumult  ceafe. 

Smoothed  the  blue  bofom  of  the  realms  above. 
And  hufli'd  the  rebel  elements  to  peace. 

UnUke  to  this  in  fpirit  or  in  mein 

Another  form  fucceeded  to  my  view; 

A  tvvo-legg'd  brute  wiiich  Nature  rnade  in  fplecn. 
Or  from  the  loathing  womb  unfinifhed  drew. 

Scarce  could  he  fyllable  the  curfe  he  thought, 
Prone  were  his  eyes  to  earth,  his  mind  to  evil, 

A  carnal  fiend  to  imperfedion  wrought. 

The  mongrel  offspring  of  a  Witch  and  DeviL 

E  Next 
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Next  bloom'd,  upon  an  ancient  foreft's  bound. 
The  flow'ry  margin  of  a  filent  dream, 

O'er-arch'd  by  oaks  with  ivy  mantled  round. 
And  gilt  by  filver  Cynthia's  maiden  beam. 

On  the  green  carpet  of  th'  unbended  grafs, 
A  dapper  train  of  female  fairies  play*d. 

And  ey'd  their  gambols  in  the  wastry  glafs. 
That  fmoothly  ftole  along  the  fhadVy  glade. 

Through  thefe  the  queen  Titania  pafs*d  ador'd. 

Mounted  aloft  in  her  imperial  car. 
Journeying  to  fee  great  Oberon  her  lord 

Wage  the  mock  battles  of  a  fportivc  war. 

Arm'd  cap-a-pee  forth  marcliM  the  fairy  king, 
A  flouter  warrior  never  took  the  field, 

His  threatening  lance  a  hornet's  horrid  iling. 
The  lliarded  beetle's  fcale  his  fable  (hield. 

Around 'their  chief  the  elfin  hofl  appeared; 

Each  little  helmet  fparkled  like  a  ftar, 
And  their  iharp  fpears  in  piercelefs  phalanx  rear'd, 

A  grove  of  thiftles,  glitter'd  in  the  air. 

The  fcene  then  chang'd,  from  this  romantic  land^ 
To  a  bleak  v/aile  by  boimd'ry  unconfin'd, 

Where  three  fwart  fillers  of  the  tveJrd  band 
Were  mutt'ring  curfes  to  the  troublous  wind. 


Pale 
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Pale  WantJiad  withered  every  furrow'd  face, 
Bow'd  was  each  carcafe  with  the  weight  of  years, 

And  each  funk  eye-ball  from  its  hollow  cafe 
Difliird  cold  rheum's  involuntary  tears. 

Hors'd  on  three  ftaves  they  pofted  to  the  bourn 
Of  a  drear  ifland,  where  the  pendant  brow 

Of  a  rough  rock,  fhagg'd  horribly  with  thorn, 
Frown'd  on  the  boifl'rous  waves  which  rag'd 
below. 

Deep  in  a  gloomy  grot  remote  from  day, 

Where  fmiling  Comfort  never  fhew'd  her  face. 

Where  light  ne'er  entered,  fave  one  rueful  ray 
Difcovering  all  the  terrors  of  the  place. 

They  held  damn'd  myfl'ries  with  infernal  flate, 
Whilft  ghailly  fpedres  ghded  flowly  by, 

The  fcreech-owl  fcream'd  the  dying  call  of  fatCj 
And  ravens  croak'd  their  baleful  augury. 

No  human  footftep  cheer'd  the  dread  abode. 
No  fign  of  living  creature  could  be  feen. 

Save  where  the  reptile  fnake,  or  fullen  toad. 
The  murky  floor  had  foil'd  with  venom  green. 

Sudden  I  heard  the  whirlwind's  hollow  found. 

Each  weird  fifter  vaniih'd  into  fmoke. 
Now  a  dire  yell  of  fpirjts  underground 

Thro'  troubled   Earth's  wide  yawning  furface 
broken 

E  2  When 
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When  lo!  each  injur'd  apparition  rofe; 

Aghaft  the  murd'rer  flarted  from  his  bed; 
Guih's  trembUng  breath  his  heart's  red  current 
froze. 

And  Horror's  dew-drops  bath'd  his  frantic  head. 

More  had  I  fecn^but  now  the  God  of  day 

O'er  earth's  broad  breaft  his  flood  of  Hght  had 
fpiead. 

When  Morpheus  call'd  his  fickle  dreams  away. 
And  on  their  wings  each  bright  illufion  fled. 

Yet  ftill  the  dear  Enchantress  of  the  brain 
My  waking  eyes  with  wifhful  wand'rings  fought, 

Whofe  magic  will  controls  th'  ideal  train. 
The  ever-reftlefs  progeny  of  Thought. 

Sweet  power,  I  faid,  for  others  gild  the'ray 

Of  Wealth,  or  Honor's  folly-feather'd  crown. 
Or  lead  the  madding  multitude  aftray 
,  To  grafp  at  air-blown  bubbles  of  renown. 

Me  (humbler  lot!)  let  blamelefs  blifs  engage,     ' 
Free  from  the  noble  mob's  ambitious  ftrife. 

Free  from  the  muck-worm  mifer's  lucrous  rage. 
In  calm  Contentment's  cottage  vale  of  life. 

If  frailties  there  (for  who  from  them  is  free?) 
Through  Error's  maze  my  devious  footfteps  lead. 

Let  them  be  frailties  of  humanity. 

And  my  heart  plead  the  pardon  of  my  head. 

Let 
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Let  not  my  reafori*  impioufly  require 

What  lieav'n  has  plac'd  beyond  its  narrow  fpan. 
But  teach  it  to  fubduc  each  fierce  defire, 

Which  wars  within  its  own  fmall  empire,  man. 

Teach  me,  what  all  believe,  but  few  poflefs ; 

That  life's  beft  fcience  is  ourfelves  to  know. 
The  firft  of  human  bleffings  is  to  blefs, 

And  happiefl  he  who  feels  anothers  woe. 

Thus  cheaply  wife,  and  innocently  great, 

While  Time's  fmooth  fand  fhall  regularly  pais. 

Each  deftin'd  atom's  quiet  courfe  I'll  wait. 
Nor  rafhly  break,  nor  wifh  to  flop  the  glafs. 

And  when  in  death  my  peaceful  afhes  lie. 

If  e'er  fome  tongue  congenial  fpeaks  my  name> 

Friendfhip  fhall  never  blufh  to  breathe  a  figh. 
And  great  ones  envy  fuch  an  honeft  fame. 


SHAK- 
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Ex  traded  from  the  Regiftryof  the  Archbifhop 
of  Canterbury . 

Ficeftmo  quinto  die  Martii  Anno  Regni  Domini  nofiri 
Jacebi  nunc  Regis  A^glice  &c.  decimo  quarto  ^ 
ScotiiC  quadragefimo  nonOy  Anno  Domini  1616. 

IN  the  name  of  God,  Amen,  I  William  Shakfpeare 
of  Stratford-upon-Avon^  in  the  county  of  Warwick^ 
Gent,  in  perfed  health  and  memory,  God  be 
praifed,  do  make  and  ordain  this  my  laft  Will  and 
Teftament  in  manner  and  form  following ;  that  is 
to  fay : 

Firfty  I  commend  my  foul  into  the  hands  of 
God  my  Creator,  hoping,  and  affuredly  behev- 
ing,  through  the  only  merits  of  Jefus  Chrift  m/ 
Saviour,  to  be  made  partaker  of  life  everlafling  ; 
and  my  body  to  the  earth  whereof  that  is  made, 

Item^  I  give  and  bequeath  unto,  my  daughter 
Judith  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  of  lawful 
'BngVijh  money,  to  be  paid  unto  her  in  manner  and 
form  following;  that  is  to  fay,  one  hundred 
pounds  in  difcharge  of  her  marriage  portion  with- 
in one  year  after  my  deceafe,  with  confiderations 
after  the  rate  of  two  (hillings  in  the  pound  for  fo 
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long  time  as  the  fame  JOiall  be  unpaid  unto  her  af- 
ter my  deceafe ;  and  the  fifty  pounds  refidue 
thereof  upon  her  furrendering  cf  a  living  of 
fuch  fufficient  fecurity  as  the  overfeers  of  this  my 
will  fhall  Hke  of,  to  fur  render  or  grant  all  her 
eftate  and  right  that  ihall  defcend  or  come  unto 
lier  after  my  deceafe,  or  that  (he  now  hath  of^  in, 
or  to  one  copyhold  tenement,  with  the  appurte- 
nances lying  and  being  in  Stratford-npon-rAvon  afore- 
faid,  in  the  laid  county  of  Warzmck^  being  parcell 
or  holden  of  the  manor  of  Ramngton,  unto  my 
daughter  Sufannah  Hall,  and  her  heirs  for  ever. 

Ifem^  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  my  faid  daughter 
Judith  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  more,  if  fhe, 
or  any  iifue  of  her  body,  be  living  at  the  end  of 
thre€  years  next  enfuing  the  day  of  the  date  of  this 
r^iywill,  during  which  time  my  executors  to  pay 
her  confideration  from  my  deceafe  according  to 
the  rate  aforefaid  :  and  if  (be  die  within  the  faid 
terrn  without  iifue  of  her  body,  then  my  Will  is, 
and  I  do  give  and  bequeath  one  hundred  pounds 
thereof  to  my  niece  Elizabeth  Hall,  and  the  fifty 
pounds  to  be  fet  forth  by  my  executors  during  the 
life  of  my  fifter  Joan  Harte,  and  the  ufe  and  pro- 
fit thereof  coming,  fhall  be  paid  to  my  filler  Joan^ 
and  after  her  deceafe  the  fifty  pounds  fiiall  remain 
amongd  the  children  of  my  faid  filler,  equally  to 

be  divided  amongfi:  them  j  butif  my  faid  daughter 

Judith 
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Judith  be  living  at  the  end  of  the  faid  three  years,  or 
any  ifTue  of  her  body,  then  my  Will  is,  and  fo  I 
devife  and  bequeath  the  faid  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  to  be  fet  out  by  my  executors  and  over- 
feers  for  the  beft  benefit  of  her  and  her  ifTue,  and 
the  ftock  not  to  be  paid  unto  her  fo  long  as  fhc 
fliall  be  married  and  covert  Baron  ;  but  my  Will 
is  that  fhe  fhall  have  the  confideration  yearly  paid 
unto  her  during  her  life,  and  after  her  deceafe  the 
faid  ftock  and  confideration  to  be  paid  to  her  chil- 
dren, if  fhe  have  any,  and  if  not,  to  her  execu- 
tors and  afligns,  Hie  living  the  faid  term  after  my 
deceafe  -,  provided  that  is  fuch  hufband  as  fhe  fhall 
at  the  end  of  the  faid  three  years  be  married  unto, 
or  at  and  after,  do  fufBciently  afTure  unto  her,  and 
the  ifTue  of  her  body,  land  anfwerable  to  the  por- 
tion by  this  my  Will  given  unto  her,  and  to  be 
adjudged  fo  by  my  executors  and  overfeers,  then 
my  Will  is,  that  the  faid  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 
fhall  be  paid  to  fuch  hufband  as  fhall  make  fuch 
affurance,  to  his  own  ufe. 

Iteniy  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  my  faid  fifter 
Joan  tv/enty  pounds,  and  all  my  wearing  apparel, 
to  be  paid  and  delivered  within  one  year  after  my 
deceafe ;  and  I  do  will  and  devife  unto  her  the 
houfe  with  the  appurtenances  in  Stratford,  where- 
in fhe  dwelieth,  for  her  natural  life,  under  the 
yearly  rent  of  twelve-pence. 

ItCMy 
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Itcm^  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  her  three  Tons, 

William  Harte, Harte^  and    Michael   Harte, 

five  pounds  a  piece,  to  be  paid  wilhin  one  year  af- 
ter my  deceafe. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  the  faid  Eliza- 
beth  Hall  all  my  plate  that  I  now  have,  except  my 
broad  lilver  and  gilt  boxes,  at  the  date  of  this  my 
Will. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  unto  the  poor  of 
Stratford  aforefaid  ten  pounds,  to  Mr.  Thomas 
Cambe  my  fword,  to  Thomas  Ruffel,  Efq.  five  pounds, 
and  to  Francis  Collins  of  the  borough  of  Warzvick-, 
in  the  county  of  Warwick,  Gent,  thirteen  pounds 
fix  (hillings  and  eight-pence,  to  be  paid  within 
one  year  ajfter  my  deceafe. 

Item,  I  give  and  bequeath  to  Hamlett  Sadler 
twenty  fix  fhillings,  eight  pence  to  buy  him  a 
ring;  to  William  Reynolds,  Gent,  twenty  fix  (hil- 
lings, eight  pence  to  buy  him  a  ring ;  to  my  god- 
fon  M^illiam  Walker  twenty  (hillings  in  gold ,  to 
Anthony  NaJJj,  Gent,  twenty  fix  fhiHings,  eight 
pence ;  and  to  Mr.  John  Nap  twenty  fix  (hilhngs, 
eight  pence  -,  and  to  my  Fellows  John  Hemynge, 
Richard  Burbage,  and  Henry  Cundell,  tw^enty  fix  (hil- 
lings, eight  pence  apiece  to  buy  the  rings. 

Item^  I  give,  will,  bequeath,  and  devife  unto  my 
4^ughter  Sufannah  Hall,  for  the  better  enabling  of 
her  to  perform  this  my  Will,  and  towards  the 
performance  thereof,  all  that  capital  me(ru  'ge  or 

F  tenc  m  :nt, 
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tenemerxt,  with  the  appurtenances  in  Stratford  a« 
foreiliid,  called  the    Ntw    Place^   wherein  I   now 
dwell,  and  two  m«-nuages  or  tenements,  with  the 
appurtenances,  fituate,  -y^^S'^  a-^d  being  in  Henley. 
Sirect  within  the  bcrough  oi  Stratford  aforefaid ; 
and  all  my  barns,  ftabies,  orchards,  gardens,  lands, 
tenements,  and  hereditaments  whatfoever,  fituate, 
lying,  and  being ,  or  to  be  had,  referved,  preferved 
or  taken  within  the  towns,  hanrilets,  villages,  fields, 
and  grounds  of  Stratford-upGn-Avon,  Old  Stratford, 
BuJi:axton,  and  IVelcomhe^  or  in  any  of  them,  in 
the  laid  county  of  IVarzvkk ;  and  aifo  all  that  mef- 
luap-e  or  tenemet,  with  the  appurtenances,  where- 
in one  Jo' n.  Robinfon  dwelleth,  fituate,  lying,  and 
being  in  the  Black-Friers  in  London  near  the  Ward- 
robe ;  and  all  other  my  lands,  tenements,  and  he- 
reditaments whatfoever ;  to  have  and  to  hold  all 
and  lingular  tlie  faid  premifes,  with  their  appurte- 
nances unto  the  faid  Sifannalo  Hall,  for  and  during 
the  term  of  her  natural  life ;  and  after  her  deceafe 
to  the  firll  fon  of  her  body  lawfully  iffuing,  and  to 
the. heirs  males  of  the  body  of  the  faid  firil  fon 
lawfully  iiTuing ;  and  for  default  of  fuch  iiTue,  to 
the  fecond  fon  of  her  body  lawfully  ifluing,  and  to 
the  heirs  males  of  the  body  of  the  laid  fecond  fon 
lawfully  ilTuing ;  and  for  default  of  fuch  heirs  to 
the  third  fon  of  the  body  of  the  faid  Sufanna   law- 
fu-iv  iiluing,  and  of  the  heirs  males  of  the  body  of 
the  faid  third  fon  lawfully  ifluing;  and  for  defauljc 

of 
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bf  fuch  ifTue,  the  fame  to  be   and  remain  to  the 

fourth,  fifth,  fixth,  and  feventh  fons  of  her  body, 

lawfully  ifiuing  one  after  another,  and  to  the  heirs 

males  of  the  bodies  of  the  faid  fourth,  fifth,,  fixth, 

and  feventh  fons  lawfully  ifTuing,  in  fuch  manner 

as  it  is  before  limited  to  be  and  remain  to  the  firft, 

fecond,  and  third  fons  of  her  body,  and  to  their 

heirs  males ;  and  for  default  of  fuch  iiTue,  the  faid 

premifes  to  be  and  remain  to  my  faid  niece  Hally 

^nd  the  heirs  males  of  her  body  lawfully  ifTuing ; 

and  for  default  of  fuch  ilTue,  to  my  daughter  Ju- 

dith,  and  the  heirs  males  of  her  body  lawfully  if. 

fuing ;  and  for  default  of  fuch  ifme,  to  the  right 

heirs  of  me  the  faid  JViUiam  Shakfpeare  for  ever. 

Item^  I  give  unto  my  wife  my  brown  beil  bed 
with  the  furniture^ 

Iteru,  I  give  and  bequeath  to  my  faid  daughter 
Judith  my  broad  filver  gilt  bole.     All  the  refl  of  my 
goods,  chattels,  leafes,  plate.  Jewels,  and  houihold- 
fluff  whatfoever,  after  my  debts  and  legacies  paid, 
and  my  funeral  expences  difcharged,  I  give,  de- 
vife,  and  bequeath  to  my  fon-in-law  John  Hall^ 
Gent,  and  my  daughter  Sufanna  his  wife,  who  I 
drdain  and  make  executors  of  this  my  lafl:  will  and 
teftament.     And  I  do  intreat  and  appoint  the  faid 
Thomas  Rujfel,  Efq.  and  Franc: s  ColL'rris^   Gent,   to 
be  oveffeers  hereof.      And  do  revoke  all  fjrmer 
Wills,  and  pubhlli  this  to  be  my  lafl  Will  and 

Teflament, 


S  H  A  K  S  P  E  A  R  e'^S     WILL. 

Teflament.  In  witnefs  whereof  I  have  hereunta 
put  my  hand  the  day  and  year  firfl  above -written, 
by  me 

William  Shakfpeare, 

Witnefs  to  the  puUiping  hereof, 

Fra.  Colhns,. 
JuHus  Shaw, 
John  Robinfon, 
Hamlett  Sadler, 
Robert  Whattcott- 

Prohatum  coram  Magijlro  PP^ilUam  Byrde  Legum' 
DoBore  Commijfario  &C;  vicejimo  fecundo  dk 
Menjis  Junii  Anno  Domini  1616.  Juramento 
Johannis  Hall  unius  ex.  et  cui,  &C  de  bene  et 
Jurat  Refervata  potejiate  et  Sufanna  Hall  alt<- 
ex,  &:c.  cu.  vendithc.  petirur>> 


SHAKSPEARE's  COAT  OF  ARMS. 

THE  FOLLOWING  INSTRUMENT  IS  COPIED  FROM 
THE     ORIGINAL     IN    THE     CoLLEGE      OF    He- 

HALDS :  It  is  marked  G.  13.  p.  349. 

JL  O  all  and  fmguler  noble  and  gentlemen  of  all 
eflats  and  degrees,  bearing  arms,  to  whom  thefe 
prefents  (hall  eome,  William  Dethic,  Garter,  Prin- 
cipal! 
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cipall  King  of  Arms  of  England,  and  William 
Camden,  alias  Clarencieulx,  King  of  Arms  for  the 
fouth,  eaft,  and  weft  parts  of  this  realme,  fendethe 
greeting.  Know  ye,  that  in  all  nations  and  king  \ 
doms  the  record  and  remembraunce  of  the  valeant 
fadts   and  vertuous  difpofitions  of  worthie   men 
have  been  made  knowne  and  divulged  by  certeyne 
fhields  of  arms  and  tokens  of  chevalrie  ;  the  grant 
and  teftemonie  whereof  apperteyneth  unto  us,  by 
vertu  of  our  offices  from  the  Quenes  moft  Exc. 
Majeftie,  and  her  Highenes  moft  noble  and  vic- 
torious progenitors :  wherefore  being  folicited,  and 
by  credible  report  informed,  that  John  Shakfpeare, 
now  of  Stratford-upon-Avon,  in   the   counte   of 
Warwick,  gent.  Vv'hofe  parent,   great  grandfather, 
and  late  anteceffor,  for  his  faithefull  and  approved 
fervice  to  the  late  moft  prudent  prince,  king  Heit^ 
ry  VII.   of  famous  memorie,  was  advaunced  and 
rewarded  with  lands  and  tenements,  geven-to  him? 
in  thofe  parts  of  Warv/ickQiere,  where  they. have 
continewed   by  fome  delcents  in  good  reputacioa 
and  credit ;  and  for  that  the  faid  John  Shakfpeare 
having  maryed  the  daughter  and  one  of  the  heyrs  of 
Robert  Arden  of  WeUingcote,  in  the  faid  coun- 
tie,  and  alio  produced  this  his  auncient  cote  of 
arms,  heretofore  afligned  to  him  whilefthe  was  her 
Majefties  officer  and  baylefe  of  tl^at  towne  -,  In 
confideration  of  the  premiues,  and  for  the  encou- 

;ragement 
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ragement  of  his  pofteritie,  ur^to  whom  fuche  bla- 
zon of  arms  and  achevementi  of  inheritance  from 
theyre  faid  mother,  by  the  auncyent  cuftome  and 
lawes  of  arms,  may  lawfully  defcend  ;  We  the  faid 
Garter  and  Clarencieulx  have  afhgned,   graunted, 
and  by  thefe  prefents  exemplified  unto  the  fakl 
John  Shakfpeare,  and  to  his  pofleritie,  that  fliield 
and  cote  of  arms,  viz.  In  a  field  of  gould  upon  a  bend 
fables  afpeare  of  the  fi.rfty  the  poynt  upward,    headed 
'argent\  and  for  his  crefi  or  cognifance,   A  falcon 
'.u'lth  his  zvyngs  difplayed^  ftanding  on  a  ivrethe  of  his 
coullerSyfupporting  a  fpeare   armed  hedded,    or  JieeUd 
,   f^lver^  fyxed  upon  a  helmet  with  mantell  and  taf- 
fels,  as  mofepiaynely  may  appear  depeded  on  this 
liiargent ;  and  we  have  likewife  uppon  onother  ef- 
cucheon  impaled  the  fame  with  the  auncyent  arms 
of  the  faid  Arden  of  Wellingcote ;  (ignifieng  ther- 
by,  that  it  maye  and,  (halbe  lawfull  for  the  faid 
John  Shakfpeare,  gent,  to  beare  and  ufe  the  fame 
fhield   of  arms    fmgle  or  impaled,  as  aforefaid, 
during  his  naturall  lyffe  ;  and  that  it  ihal  be  law- 
full  for  his  children,  yffue,  and  pofteryte,  (law- 
fully begotten,)   to  beare,  ufe,  and  quarter,  and 
fhov/  forth  the  fame,  with  theyre  dewe  differences, 
in  all  lawfull  warlyke  fads  and  civile  ufe  or  ex- 
erciCes,  according  to  the  lawes  of  arms,  and  cuf- 
tome that  to  gentlemen  belongethe,  without  let 
or  interuption  of  any  perfon  or  perfons,  for  ufe  or 
bearing  the  fame.     In  wyttnefle  and  teftemonye 

whereof 
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whereof  we  have  fubfcrebed  our  names,  and  fall" 
ened  the  feals  of  our  offices,  geven  at  the  Office 
of  Arms,  London,  the  day  of 

in  the  xlii  yere  of  the  reigne  of  our  moft  gratious 
Sovraigne  lady  Elizabeth,  by  the  grace  of  God, 
quene  of  In  gland,  France,  and  Ireland,  defender 
of  the  faith,  &c.  1599. 


Explanations    of    the  Allegorical    Frontlfpleces   and 
Vignettes. 

V    O    L.      I. 

The  Comic  Mufe  didating  to  Shakrpeare,_  and 
Faixcy  ftrewing  flowers  over  his  produdions. 

Shakfpeare's  Comic  charaders  perfonifiec;!  by 
infants. 

VOL.       II. 

An  infant  Shakfpeare  in  the  realms  of  Fancy. 
The  Comic  Mufe  furrounded  by  the  vifions  of 
Fancy. 

VOL.       III. 

Fairies  adorning  Shakfpeare*s  grave. 
Fidion  attending  Shakfpeare's  dreams. 

VOL.       IV. 

Britannia  crowning  Shakfpeare. 
Shakfpeare  honoured  by  the  Mufes. 

V  o    L.      V. 

Fancy  decorating  the  tomb  of  Shakfpeare. 
Shakfpeare  holding  up  the  mirror  to  dignified 
guilt. 

V  O    L.       VI. 

Youth  attending  the  didates  of  Shakfpeare. 
The  Tragic  ahd  Comic  Mufe  adorning  the  ftatue 
of  Shakfpeare. 

V    O    L.       VII.. 

The  Hiftoric  Mufe  didating  to  Shakfpeare. 
The  Hiftoric  Mufe  at  the  tomb  of  Shakfpeare. 

V    O    L.       VIII. 

Shakfpeare  entering  the  realms  of  TerrOr  and 

Pity, 
ghakfpeare's  Tragic  charaders  peri  jm&ed  by  m^ 

fants. 
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C  O  M  E  D  r. 

BY 

WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE. 


DRJM/iflS  PERSQNM. 
DUKE. 

pRiiDERiCK,  brother  to  the  Duke,  and  ufurper  of  his  duledam^ 
T    ^  'J  Lords  attending  ut)on  the  Dtike  in  his  hanijlmient, 

Le  Beu,  a  courtier  attending  on  Frederick, 

Oliver,    eUleJ}  fan  to  Sir  Roivland  de  Boys,    who  had /or  • 

merly  been  a  frvant  to  the  Duke. 
J  AQ^    'a,        1  Y^r^yj^gj.  brothers  to  Oliver, 

Oi;LANDO,     J  ^ 

Adam,  an  old  fcr'vant  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Boys,  now  fol- 
lowing the  fortunes  of  Orlando. 

Dennis,  fervant  to  Oliver. 

Charles,  a  wrefiler,  and  fervant  to  the  ufurping  Duke 
Frederick. 

Touchstone,  a  clown  attending  on  Celia  and  Rofalind* 

^°^''''      \  Shepherds.       - 
Sylvius,  5 

A  Clown  in  Love  wiih  Audrey, 

William,  another  clown  in  love  with  Audrey, 

Sir  Oliver  Mar -text,  a  country  curate, 

Rosalind,  daughter  to  the  Duke, 
C  ELI  Ay  daughter  to  Frederick, 
P H  E B  E ,   a  Jhepher clefs, 
AuDKi^Y,  a  country  luench. 

Lords  belonging  to  the  two  Dukes  ;    with  pages,  foreflers^ 
and  other  attendants, 

ne  ?CEtiE  lie^^  frf,  near  Oliver'^  houfe  \  and  after' 
wards,  partly  in  the  Duke's  Court  \  and  partly  in  the 
Forefi  of  ki.DE^, 
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SCENE  I.     Oliver's  Orchard. 


A 


Enter  Or  i- an  DO  and  Kd  AM^ 

0?vLANDO. 


S  I  reiTJcrpSer,  Adamy  it  was  upon  tliis  fafhion  be- 
queathed me  by  v\ill  but  a  poor  tiiourand  crowns;  and, 
as  thou  f.iy'iV,  chargM  ny  brother  op  hi,^  blefTing  to  breed 
me  vvctl  ;  and  there  hegitiS  mv  f.idr.ei:;.  My  brothv-r  jaques 
he  keeps  at  Ichool,  and  report  fpeaks  goldenly  of  iTii  pro- 
fit: for  my  part,  W  keeps  me  ruftic  ;i!y  at  home ;  or,  (to 
fpeak  more  properly)  ftnys  ins  here  at  home,  unkept ; 
for  cai3  you  that  kcepiiig  f .r  a  gentleman  of  my  birth, 
that  d'fFers  not  from  the  jlalling  cf  an  ox?  his  iiorfes  ara 
bred  belter  ;  for,  helivles  that  they  are  fair  v^ith  their  f:ed-* 
ing,  they  are  taught  t'rcir  mni».ige,  and  to  that  end  riders 
deaily  hired:  but  I,  his  brother,  gain  nothing  under  him 
but  growth  ;  for  the  which  his  animals  on  his  dunfrtiiUs 
are  as  n)Uch  bound  to  him  as  K  Befuies  this  Nothino- 
that  he  fo  plentifully  gives  me,  the  Something,  that  Na- 
ture gave  me,  his  countenance  feems  to  take  from  me. 
He  lets  me  feed  with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a 
brother;  and,  as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  my  gentility 
with  my  education.  This  is  it,  Adam,  that  g;  icves  'Tie  \ 
aful  the  fpirit  of  my  father,  which,  I  think,  is  within 
me,  begins  to  mutiny  agiinu  tliis  fervitude.  I  will  no 
longer  endure  ir,  though  yet  I  know  no  wife  remedy  how 
to  avoid  it. 

rlfiter  Oliver. 

Jdam,  Yonder  comes  rny  mafter,   your  brother. 
Orla.   Goap.irt,  Aiam,    and  thou   flialt  hear  how  he 
\>i\\\  fliake  me  uo, 

O'i.  Nov,  Sir,  'vvhat  make  you  here  ? 

Orla.   Notliing:   I  am  not  taught  to  make  any  thing. 

Oil.   What  mar  you  then.   Sir? 

A   a  Qrla. 
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Orla,    Marry,    Sir,    I  am  helping  you   to  raar  tha 
which  God  made  ;     a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  your's> 
with  idlenefs. 

-  OU,  Marry,  Sir,  be  better  employed,  and  be  nought  a 
while. 

Orla*  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  hulks  with 
them  ?  what  prodigal's  portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I  fhould 
come  to  fuch  penury? 

on.  Know  you  where  you  are,  Sir  ? 

Orla.  O,  Sir,  very  well ;  here  in  your  orchard. 

Oil,  Know  you  before  whom,  Sir? 

Orla.  Ay,  better  than  he  I  am  before,  knows  me.  I 
know,  you  are  my  elder  brother;  and  in  the  gentle  con- 
dition of  blood,  you  fhould  ib  know  me  ;  the  courtefy  o^ 
nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are  the  firft 
born  ;  but  the  fame  tradition  takes  not  away  my  blood, 
were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt  us.  I  have  as  much 
of  my  father  in  me,  as  you;  albeit,  I  confefs  your 
coming  before  me  is  nearer  to  ]:iis  reverence. 

OIL  What,  boy! 

Orla.  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  are  too  young 
in  thii-'. 

OH.   Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  ? 

Orla.  lam  no  villain:  I  am  the  younger  fonofSir 
Rowland de  Boys;  he  was  my  father,  and  he  is  thrice  a 
villain,  that  fays,  fuch  a  father  begot  villains.  Wert 
thou  not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this  hand  from  thy 
throat,  'till  tliis  other  had  puil'd  out  thy  tongue  for  fay- 
ing fo  ;  thou  haft  rall'd  on  thyfelf. 

Jdjtn.  Sweet  mailers,  be  patient;   for  your  father's  re- 
membrance, be  at  accord. 
'  -OH,  Let  me  go,  I  fay. 

Orla.  I  wil!  not,  'till  I  pleafe:  you  fliall  hear  me.  My 
father  cliarg'd  you  in  his  will  to  give  me  good  education  ; 
you  have  train'd  me  up  like  a  peaiant,  obfcuring  and  hiding 
from  me  all  gentleman-like  qualities  ;  the  fpirit  of  my  fa- 
ther grows  ftrong  in  me,  and  I  will  no  longer  endure  it : 
therelore  allow  me  fuch  cxercife  as  may  become  a  genlle- 
inan,  or  give  me  the  poor  aliottery  my  father  left  me  by 
teftamtnt  ;   with  that  I  will  go  buy  my  fortunes. 

OH,  And  what  wilt  thou  do;  beg,  when  that  is  fpent? 

well,  Sir,  get  you  in^     I   will  not  long  be  troubled  with 

vou  ^youihali  iiave  forne  part  of  your  will,   i  pray  you, 

leave  me. 

■      -  Orla, 
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Orla.  I  will  no  further  offend  you,  than  becomes  mc 
for  my  good. 

Oii.  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog. 

Jdam.  Is  old  dog  my  reward?  moft  true,  I  have  loft 
my  teeth  in  your  fervice.  God  be  with  my  old  mafter, 
he  would  not  have  fpoke  fuch  a  word. 

[^Exit  Orlando  and  hT>KM: 

Oli,  Is  it  even  fo  ?  begin  you  to  grow  upon  me  r  I 
will  phyiic  your  rankiiefs,  and  yet  give  no  thoufand 
crowns,  neither.     Kolla,  Dennis  I 

Enter  Dennis* 

Den.  Calls  your  worfliip  ? 

QVi,  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke*s  wrefller,  here  to 
fpeak  with  me  ? 

Den,  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  and  im* 
portunes  acceis  to  you. 

OH.  Call  him  in; — 'twill  be  a  good  way;  and  to- 
morrow the  wrcllling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 

Cha.   Good- morrow  to  Your  worfhin. 

Oli,  Good  Monileur  Charles^  what's  the  nev7  news  at 
the  new  Court  ? 

Cba.  There's  no  news  at  the  Court,  Sir,  but  the  old 
news  ;  that  is,  the  old  Duke  is  banillied  by  his  younger 
brother  the  new  Duke,,  and  three  or  four  loving  lords 
have  put  themfelves  into  voluntary  exile  with  him; 
whofe  lands  and  revenues  enrich  the  new  Duke,  there- 
fore he  gives  them  good  leave  to  wander. 

on.  Can  you  tell  \{  Rofal'md,  the  Duke's  daughter,  be 
banifhed  with  her  father? 

Cha.  O,  no;  for  the  Duke's  daughter  her  coufin  fo 
loves  her,  being  ever  from  their  cradles  bred  together, 
that  file  v/ould  have  followed  her  exile,  or  have  c^ied  to 
Hay  behind  her.  Slie  is  at  the  Court,  and  no  lefs  beloved 
cf  her  uncle  than  his  own  daughter;  and  never  two 
ladies  loved  as  ihey  do. 

on.   Where  will  the  old  Duke  live  ? 
V     Cha.  They  fay,  he  is  already  in  the  foreil  of  Arden,  and 
a  many  merry  men  with  him  :   and  tliere  they  live  like  the 
old  Robin  Hood  of  England  ;  they  fay*  many  young  gen- 
tlemen 
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tlemen  flock  to  him  every  day,  and  fleet  the  time  card^ 
leilv  as  they  did  in  the  golden  world. 

on.  What,  you  wreflleto-morrovvbeforethe  newDuke? 
Cha.  Marf y,  do  I,  Sir ;  f  ca-ne  to  acquaint  you  with  a 
matter.  1  un  given,  Sir,  fecretly  to  uncierftand,  that  vour 
younger  brother  Orlando  h  ith  a  dilpofition  to  come  in 
difguis'd  againft  me  to  trv  a  fall ;  to-morrow,  Sir,  1  wreftle 
for  my  credit,  and  he  th.  t  elcapes  me  without  feme  broken 
limb,  Ih.iU  acquit  him  well.  Your  brother  is  but  yoimg 
"and  tender,  and  for  your  love  I  would  be  loath  to  foil  him, 
as  I  mull:  for  mine  own  honour,  if  he  come  in  ;  therefore, 
out  of  my  love  to  you, I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you  withal , 
that  either  you  luight  itay  him  from  his  intendment,  or 
brook  fuch  difgrace  well  as  he  fliall  run  into  ;  in  that  it  is  a 
thinorof  his  own  fenrch,  and  altogether  againfl  my  will. 

Oil.  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me,  which 
thou  (lialt  find  I  will  moxl  kindly  requite.  I  had  myfeif 
notice  of  my  brother's  purpofe  herein,  and  have  by  under- 
hand means  laboured  to  difuade  him  from  it  ;  but  he  is 
refoiute.  I  tell  thee,  Charles^  he  is  the  ilubborneft  young 
fellow  of  France  ;  full  of  ambition;  an  ep.vious  emulator 
of  every  man's  good  parts,  a  fecretand  vilKiinous  contriver 
.igainlf  me  his  natural  brother;  therefore  ufe  thy  difcre- 
tion  ;  I  had  as  lief  tliou  didit  break  his  neck  as  his  finger. 
And  thcu  wert  bell  look  to*t;  for  if  thou  doft  him  any  flight 
difgrace  ;  or  il  he  do  not  mightily  grace  iiimfelFon  thee,  he 
Will  prafliie  gainfl  thee  by  poifon  ;  entrap  thee  by  fome 
treacherous  device  ;  and  never  leave  thee  till  he  has  taken 
thy  life  by  fome  indire6lmeans  or  other;  fori  afljjre  thee 
(and  almofl  with  tears  I  fpcak  it)  there  is  not  one  fo  young 
and  fo  villainous  this  day  living.  1  fpeak  but  brotherly  of 
him  ;  but  (hiould  I  anatomize  him  to  thee  as  he  is,  I  mul^ 
blufh  and  weep,  and  thou  muft  look  pale  and  wonder. 

Cha,  I  am  heartily  glad,  [  came  hither  to  you:  if  he 
cometo-moT*rovv,  I'll  give  him  his  payment ;  if  ever  he  go 
alone,igain,  I'll  never  wreflle  for  prize  more;  and  fo  Go^ 
keep  your  worfliip.  \^Exit, 

on.  Farewel,  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  Air  thisganse- 
fler  :  I  hope  I  fliali  fee  an  end  of  him  ;  for  my  foul,  yet  I 
km3W  not  why,  hntes  nothing  mpre  than  he.  Yet  he's 
gentle  :  never  fchooi'd,  and  yet  learned;  full  of  noble  de- 
vice, cf  all  forts  enchantingjy  beloved  ;  and,  indeed,  (o 
much  in  the  heart  of  the  world,  and  efpecially  of  my  own 

people, 
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people,  wliobeft  know  him,  that  I  am  altogether  mi fpri fed. 
But  it  lliMl  not  be  (o  long  ;  this  wreitler  Ihail  clear  all ; 
nothing  rem;ilns,  hut  that  I  kindle  the  boy  thither, 
winch  now  I'll  go  about.  [Exit. 


SCENE    changes  to  an  open  TFalk,  before  the  Dukes 
Palace. 


Enter  R.o^ALiNp  afid  CZLi A. 

Ceh  I  pray  thee,  Ro'alind,  fweet  my  coz,  be  merry. 

RoJ.  Dear  Celia.  1  fhovv  more  mirth  than  I  am  miflrefs 
of;  and  wou'd  you  vet  I  were  merrier?  unlels  vou  could 
teacli  ire  to  forget  a  banifl^.ed  father,  you  mull:  not  learn 
me  hovv  to  remember  any  cxtFaordinary  pleafure. 

Cel.  Herein  1  fee  thou  lov-lt  me  not  with  the  full  weight 
that  I  love  thee.  If  my  vincle,  thy  bainllieii  father,  had 
haniflied  thy  uncle  the  puke,  my  father,  fo  thou  hadft 
been  llil)  with  me,  I  could  have  taught  my  love  to  take  thy 
fdther  for  mine  :  fo  wouMTt  \)\ou,  if  the  truth  of  thy  love 
to  me  were  fo  righteoufly  tempeicj,  as  mine  to  thee. 

RoJ,  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  eftate, 
to  rejoice  in  your's. 

OL  You  know,  niy  father  hath  no  child  but  me,  nor 
none  is  like  to  have-;  and,  truly,  when  he  dies,  thou 
fhalt  be  his  heir  ;  for  what  he  hath  taken  awav  from  thy 
father  perforce  ;  I  will  render  thee  again  in  affection  ;  by 
mine  honour,  1  will  ;  and  when  1  break  that  oath,  let 
me  turn  monller  :  therefore,  my  fweet  Rofey  my  dear 
Rofe^  be  merry. 

Rof.  From  henceforth  I  will,  coz,  and  divife  fports : 
let  me  fee,  what  think  you  of  falling  in  love  ? 

Cel.  Marry,  I  prithee  do,  to  make  fport  withal;  but 
love  no  man  in  good  earneft,  nor  no  further  in  fport  nei- 
ther, than  with'f-^fety  of  a  pure  blufli  thou  may 'ft  in 
honour  come  off  again. 

Rcf,  What  fhall  be  oar  fport,  then  ? 

Get.  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  houfewlfe,  Fortune, 
from  her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  henceforth  be  beftowed 
equally. 

RqJ.  I  would,  we  could  do  fo;   for  her  benefits  are 

mightily 
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mightily  mlfplaced,  and  the  bountiful  blind  woman  doth 
moll:  miftake  in  her  giks  to  women. 

CeL  'Tis  true  ;  for  thofe  that  Ihe  makes  fair,  fae  fcnrce 
makes  honeil;  and  thcfe  that  ilie  makes  honeft,  fhe 
makes  very  ill  favoured. 

Ro/..  Nay,  now  thou  goefi  from  fortune's  offic?  to  na- 
ture's :  fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world,  not  in  the 
lineaments  of  nature. 

^«/^r  Touchstone,  a  CIcivn, 

Cel  No  !  when  nature  hath  made  a  fair  creature,  may 
fhe  not  by  fortune  fall  into  the  fire  ?  tho'  nature  hath  given 
OS  wit  to  flout  at  fortune,  hath  not  fortune  fent  in  this 
Fool  to  cut  ofFthis  argument  ? 

Rfjf,  Indeed,  there  fortune  is  too  hard  for  nature; 
when  fortune  makes  nature's'  Natural  the  cutter  off  of 
nature's  Wit. 

Cd,  Peradventure,  this  is  not  fortune^s  work  neither, 
but  nature's  ;  who,  perceiving  our  natural  wits  too  dull 
to  reafon  of  fuch  GoddeiTes,  hath  fent  this  natural  for 
cur  whctilone  :  for  always  the  dulnefs  of  the  fool  is  the 
wlietftonc  of  the  wits.  How  now,  Wit,  whither  wan- 
der you  ? 

Cb.   Miftrefs,  you  muft  come  away  to  your  father. 

Cel.   Were  you  made  the  mellenger? 

Clo,  No,  by  mine  honour  ;  but  i  was  bid  to  come  for 
yoiT. 

Rof,   Where  learned  you  tliat  oath,  fool  ? 

Cio.  OFa  certain  Knight,  that  fvvore  by  hishonour  they 
\ecre  go^d  pancakes,  and  fwore  by  his  honour  the  muflard 
\v.^s  it.iu<i,i»t :  Now,  Pll  ftand  to  it,  the  pancakes  were 
naught,  and  the  muftard  was  good,  and  yet  was  not  the 
Knight  foruvorn. 

,  Cel.   How  prove  you  that,  in  the  great  heap  of  your 
knowkrdge  ? 

Rof.    Kj,  marry;  nov*r  unmuzzle  your  wifdom. 

Cio.  Scand  you  both  forth  now  ;  llrokc  your  chins, 
and  fwear  by  vour  beards  that  I  am  knave. 

Cel.  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

do*  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were  ;  but  if  you 
fwear  by  that  that  this  not,  you  are  not  forfworn  ;  no  more 
Wv;s  this  Kiiight  fwearmg  by  his  honoui*,  for  he  never  had 

anyj 
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^nj ;   or  if  he  Imd,  he  had  fworn  it  away,  before  eyer  he 
faw  thofe  pancakes  or  that  mufiard. 

Cel,  Pr'ythee,  who  is  that  thou  mean'fl  ? 

CIo.  One  that  old  Frederick^  your  father,  loves. 

OI.  Mv  father's  love  is  enough  to  honour  him  enough; 
fpeak  no  more  of  him,  you'll  be  whipt  for  taxation  one 
of  thefe  days. 

C/o.  The  more  pity,  that  (qoU  may  not  fpeak  wifely, 
what  wife  men  do  foolirtily. 

Cel.  By  my  troth,  thou  fay'ft  true;  for  fince  the  little 
wjt  that  fools  have  was  filenced,  the  little  foolerv  that 
wife  men  have  makes  a  great  fhow ;  here  come§  Monfieur 
Le  Beu, 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

Rof^  With  his  mouth  full  of  news, 

Cel.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pigeops  feed  their 
young, 

Rof,  Then  (Kail  we  be  news-cram-d, 

Cel.  All  the  better,  we  ihall  be  the  more  marketable, 
Bon  jour  ^  Monfieur  Le  Ben  \   what  news  ? 

Le  Beu,  Fair  Princefs,  you  have  loft  much  good 
fport. 

Cel.  Sport ! — of  what  colour  ? 

Le  Beu,  What  colour.  Madam?  How  fiialj  I  anfwer 
you? 

Rof.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

Clo,  Or  as  the  deiVmies  decree, 

Cel,  Well  faid  ?  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowel. 

Clo.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rap.k, 

Rof.  Thou  lofelt  thy  old  fmell. 

Le  Beu,  You  airaze  me,  ladies;  I  would  have  told 
you  of  good  wrellling,  which  you  have  loft  the  light  of. 

Rof.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wreftling. 

Le  Beu.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning,  and,  if  it 
pleafe  your  Ladyfliips,  you  may  fee  the  end,  for  the  heft 
is  yet  to  do  ;  and  here,  where  you  are,  they  are  coming 
to -perform  it. 

Cel.   Weil,  the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried. 

Le  Beu.  There  came  an  old  man  and  his  three 
fons, 

Cel.  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  tale. 

Le  Beu,  Three  proper  young  men,  ofexcellent  growth 

and  prefepcej- 

B  R6J, 
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Rof,  With  bills  on  their  necks:  Bs  it  known  unto  all 
inen  hy  thefe  prefents. 

Le  Beu,  The  cldefl  of  the  three  wrefliled  with  Charles^ 
the  Duke's  wrefller;  which  Charles  in  a  moment  threw, 
and  broke  three  of  his  ribs ;  that  there  is  little  hope  of 
life  in  him  :  fo  he  ferved  the  fecond,  and  fo  the  third  : 
3^onder  they  lie,  the  poor  old  man,  their  faiher,  making 
fuch  pitiful  dole  over  them,  that  all  the  beholders  take 
his  part  with  weeping. 

Rof.  Alas! 

Clo,  But  what  is  the  fport,  Monfieur,  that  the  Ladies 
have  lofl  ? 

Le  Beu,  Why  this,  that  I  fpeak  of. 

Clo.  Thus  men  may  grow  wifer  every  day  I  It  is  the 
firft  time  that  ever  I  heard  breaking  of  ribs  was  fport  for 
ladies, 

Cel.  Or  I,  I  promife  thee. 

Rof,  But  is  there  any  elie  longs  to  fet  this  broken  mu-= 
fic  in  his  lides  ?  Is  there  yet  another  dotes  upon  rib-break- 
ing ?     Shall  we  fee  this  wreitling,  coufin  ? 

Le  Beu.  You  muft,  if  you  Itay  h<  re,  for  here  is  the 
place  appointed  for  the  wreftling;  and  they  are  ready  to 
perform  it, 

Ccl  Yonder,  fure,  they  are  coming  j  let  us  now  flay 
and  fee  it. 


Flourijh.     Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  Orlando, 
Charles,  and  Aitendtints, 

Duke.  Come  on,  fmce  the  youth  will  not  be  entreated: 
his  own  peril  on  his  forwardnefs. 

Rof.   Is  yonder  the  man? 

Le  Beu.   Even  he,  Madam. 

Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young;  yet  be  looks  fuccefsfully, 

Duke.  How  now,  daughter  and  coufin ;  are  you  crept 
hither  to  fee  the  wreftling  ? 

Rof  Ay,  my  liege,  fo  pleafe  you  give  us  leave. 

Duke.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  1  can  tell 
you,  there  are  fuch  odds  in  the  men  :  in  pity  of  the 
challenger's  youth,  I  would  feign  difTuade  him,  but  he 
will  not  be  entreated.  Speak  to  hiin,  ladies,  fee  if 
you  can  move  him. 
'  Cel.  Call  him  hither,  good  Monfieur  Le  Beu, 

Bukit. 
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Duke.  Dofo;  I'JI  not  be  by.  \T>\Ae  goes  apart, 

Le  A:/.  Monfieur  the  Challenger,  the  Princefles  call 
for  you. 

Orla.  I  attend  them  with  all  rerpe6t  arid  duty. 
Rcf.  Young  man,    have  you  challenged  Charles^    the 
ivreftler  ? 

^  Orla,  No,  fair  Princefs :  he  is  the  general  challenger  : 
I  come  but  In,  as  others  do,  to  try  with  him  the  ftrength 
o^  my  youth. 

Cel.  Young  gentleman,  your  fpirits  are  too  bold  for 
your  years:  you  have  feen  cruel  proof  of  this  man's 
ilrength.  If  you  faw  yourfelf  with  your  own  eyes,  or 
knew  yourfelf  with  ypur  judgment,  the  fear  of  your  ad- 
venture would  counfel  you  to  a  more  equal  enierprife. 
We  pray  you,  for  your  own  fake,  to  embrace  your  own 
fafety,  and  give  over  this  attempt. 

Rjf.  Do,  young  Sir;  your  reputation  fhall  not  there- 
fore be  mifprifed;  we  will  make  it  our  fuit  to  the  Duke 
that  the  wreftHng  might  not  go  forward. 

Orla.  I  befeech  you,  punifh  me  not  with  your  hard 
thoughts,  wherein  i  confefs  me  much  guilty,  to  deny 
fo  fair  and  excellent  ladies  any  tiling.  But  let  your  fair 
eyes  and  gentle  wifhes  go  with  me  to  my  trial,  whcre-in 
if  I  be  foilM,  there  is  but  one  fham'd  that  was  never 
gracious:  if  kill'd,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be  fo: 
1  fhall  do  my  friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none  to 
lament  me ;  the  world  no  injurv,  for  in  it  I  have  no- 
thing; only  in  the  world  J  fill  up  a  place,  which 
may  be  better  fupply'd  when  I  have  made  it  emp- 
ty- 

Rf^f.  The  little  flrength  that  I  have,  I  would  it  were 
with  yovi. 

Cel,   And  mine  to  eke  out  her's. 

Rof.  Fare  you  well;  pray  heav'n  I  be  deceived  in 
you. 

Orla.  Your  heart's  defires  be  with  you. 

Cha.  Come,  where  is  this  young  gallant,  that  is  fo  de- 
firous  to  lie  with  his  mother  earth  ? 

Orla.  Ready,  Sir;  but  his  will  hath  in  it  a  more  mo- 
tleft  working. 

Duke,  You  fhall  try  but  one  fall. 

Cha,  No,  I  warrahit  your  Grace,  you  fhall  not  entreat 
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him  to  a  fecond,   that  have  fo   mightily  pcrfuaded  him 
from  a  firfl. 

Orla.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after ;    you  fhould  ndt 
have  mockt  me  hefore;  but  come  your  ways. 

Rof,  Now  Hercules  be  thy  fpeed,  young  man  ! 

CeL  I  would  I  were  invifible  to  catch  the  ftrong  fellow 
by  the  leg.  [27j>^^  wrejile* 

Rof.  O  excellent  young  man  ! 

CeL  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  I  tan  tell  who 
Ihould  down.  [Shout. 

Duke,  No  more,  no  more.  [Charles  is  thrown, 

Orla,  Yes,  I  befeech  your  Grace ;  I  am  riot   yet  well 
breathed. 

Duke.  How  do  ft  thou,  Charles? 

Le  Beu,  He  cannot  fpeak,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Bear  him  away.     What  is  thy  name,  young 
man  } 

Orla,  Orlando,  my  liege,  the  younger  fon  of  Sir  Row- 
land  de  Boys, 

Duke.  I  wouM,  thou  hadft  been  Ton  to  fome  man  elfe! 
The  world  efteem'd  thy  father  honourable, 
But  I  did  find  him  ftill  mine  enemy: 
Thou  fhouldll:  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this  deed, 
HadH:  thou  defcended  from  another  houfe. 
But  fare  thee  well,  thoo  art  a  gallant  youth  ; 
I  would,  thou  hadfl  told  me  of  another  father.  , 

\_Exit  Duke  lulth  his  train, 

Manent  Celia,  Rosalind,  Orlando. 

Ccl,  Were  I  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  this? 

Orla.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  Rowland^ s  fon j 
His  younger  fon,  and  would  not  change  that  calliri 
To  he  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Rcf.  My  father  lov'd  Sir  Rowland  :is  his  foul, 
And  aii  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind  : 
Had  I  before  knov^n  this  young  man  his  fon, 
I  fhould  have  given  him  tears  unto  entreaties. 
Ere  he  fhould  thus  have  ventur'd. 

Cil.  Gentle  coufm. 
Let  us  go  thank  him  and  encourage  him  ; 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  heart.     Sir,  you  have  well  deferv'd  : 
If  you  do  keep  your  promifes  in'lovc, 

^  But 
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But  juflly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  promife. 
Your  miftrefs  fliall  be  happy. 

Rof.   Gentleman, 
Wear  this  for  me  ;  one  out  of  Tuits  with  fortune. 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hands  lack  means. 
Shall  we  go  coz  ?  [Giving  him  a  chain  from  her  neck* 

Cel.  Ay,  fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman. 

Orla.   Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  you  ? my  better  parts 

Are  all  thrown  down  ;  and  that  which  here  ftands  up, 
Is  but  a  quintain,  a  mere  lifelefs  block. 

Rcf.  He  calls  us  back  :  my  pride  fell  with  my  fortunes. 
rU  afk  iiim  what  he  would.     Did  you  call,  Sir? 
Sir,  you  have  wTeftled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  enemies. 

CeL   Will  you  go,  C07>' 

Rof.  Have  with  you  :  fare  you  well. 

^Exeunt  Rofalind  jWCella, 

Orla,  What  paflion  hangsthefe  weights  uoon  my  tongue? 
I  cannot  fpeak  to  her  :  yet  fhe  urged  conference. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

O  poor  Orlando  !  thou  art  overthrown  ; 
Or  Charles^  or  fomething  weaker,  mafters  thee. 

Le  Beu,  Good  Sir,  I  do  in  friendfhip  counfel  you 
To  leave  this  place.     Albeit  you  have  deferved 
High  commendation,  true  applaufe,  and  love ; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  Duke's  condition, 
That  he  mifconftrues  all  that  you  have  done.' 
The  Duke  is  humourous ;  what  he  is,  indeed. 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Orla.  I  thank  you,  Sir :  and  pray  you,  tell  me  this; 
Which  of  the  two  was  daughter  of  the  Duke 
That  here  was  at  the  wreftiing  ? 

Le  Beu.  Neither  his  daughter,  if  we  judge  by  manners; 
But  yet,  indeed,  the  Ihorter  is  his  daughter; 
The  other's  daughter  to  the  banilliM  Duke, 
And  here  detain'd  by  her  ufurping  uncle, 
To  keep  his  daugluer  company;  whofe  loves 
Arc  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  fi'lers : 
But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  lata  this  Duke 
Hath  ta'en  difpleafure  Vainlt  his  gentle  niece; 
Grounded  upon  no  other  argument, 
But  that  the  people  praUe  her  tor  her  virtues. 

And 
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And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  fake  ; 

And  on  my  life,  his  malice  'gainfl:  the  lady 

Will  fuddenly  break  forth.      Sir,  fare  you  well  ; 

Hereafter,  in  a  better  world  than  this, 

I  flinll  defirc  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you.       [Bxif, 

Orla,  I  rert;  mucli  boiinden  to  you  :  fare  you  well  ! 
Thus  muft  I  from  the  i'moke  into  the  fmoiher  ; 
From  tyrant  Duke  unto  a  tyrant  brother: 
But  heav'nly  RofalirJ !  — — -—  [Exiii 


SCENE  changes  to  an  Jpartment  ifi  the  Palace* 


Enter  Celia  ^wJ  Rosalind. 

Cel  Why,  coufin;  why,  Rofalind\  Cupid  have  mer- 
cv  ;  not  a  word. 
^  Rof,  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Cel.  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  cafl  away 
tipon  cnrs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me  !  come,  lame  me 
with  reiilbns. 

Rof.  Then  there  were  two  coufnis  laid  up,  when  the 
one  fhould  be  lamed  with  reafons  and  the  other  mad 
without  anyi 

Cel.  But  is  all  this  for  y©ur  father  ? 

Rof.  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  father's  child.  Oh, 
how  full  of  briars  is  this  working-day  world  ! 

CeL  They  are  but  burs,  coufin,  thrown  upon  thee  in 
holiday  foolery  ;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  paths,  our 
very  petticoats  will  catch  them. 

k.of  I  could  ihake  them  off  my  Coat;  thefe  burs  are  iri 
jny  heart. 

Cel  Hem  them  away. 

Rof.  I  would  try,  if  I  could  cry,  hem,  and  have  him. 

Cel  Come,  come,  wteftle  with  thy  afFe61ions. 

Rof,  O,  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  vvrefller  thaii 
myfelf. 

Cel  O,  a  good  wifh  upon  you  !  you  will  try  in  time, 

in  defpite  of  a  fall; but 'turning  thefe  jefts  out  of 

fervice,  let  us  talk  in  good  earnefl ;  is  it  pofiible  on  fucH 
a  fudden  you  (hould  fall  into  fo  flrong  a  liking  With  old 
Sir  Rowland's  younger  fon  ? 

Rof 
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Rof,  The  Duke  my  father  loved  his  father  dearly. 

Cel.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue,  that  you  (hould  love  his 
fon  dearly;  by  this  kjnd  of  chafe,  I  fliould  hate  him;  for 
my  fatrier  hated  his  father  dearly  ;   yet  I  hate  not  Orlando, 

Rof.  No  faith,   hare  hiin  not,   for  my  fake. 

Cel,  Why  fiiould  I?  doth  he  not  dclerve  well? 

Enter  Duke,  with  Lords. 

Rcf,  Let  me  love  him  for  that;  and  do  you  love  hiru 
becaufe  I  do.     Look,  here  comes  the  Duke. 

Cel,   With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 

Duke.  Miitrefs,  difpatch  you  with  your  fafeft  hafte, 
And  get  you  from  our  court. 

Rof,  Me,  uncle  ! 

Duke.  You,  CO u fin. 
Within  thefe  ten  days  if  that  thou  be*fl:  found 
So  near  our  public  court  as  twenty  miles. 
Thou  diell  for  it. 

Rof.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace, 
Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  me: 
If  with  myfelf  I  hold  intelligence. 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  my  own  deflres  ; 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantic, 
(As  1  do  truft  I  am  not,}  then,  dear  uncle, 
Never  ^o  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn 
Did  I  offend  your  Highnefs. 

'  Duke.   Thus  do  all  traitors  ; 
If  their  purgation  did  confift  in  words, 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  itfelf : 
Let  it  fuffice  thee,  that  I  trull:  thee  not. 

Rof  Yet  your  mifl:rul\  cannot  make  me  a  traitor; 
Tell  me  wherein  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke.  Thou  art  thy  father's  daughter,  there's  enoogh. 

J^of  So  was  I,  when  your  Highnefs  took  his  dukedom; 
So  was  I,  wliCn  your  highnefs  banifli'd  iiim ; 
Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  lord ; 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends, 
What's  that  to  me?  my  father  was  no  traitor: 
Then,  good  my  liege,  miftake  me  not  fo  much, 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

Cel,  Dear  fovereign,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Duke,  Ay,  Celia,  we  but  ftaid  her  for  your  fake; 
Elfe  had  fhe  with  her  father  rang'd  along.  Cel. 
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QL  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  ftay  ; 
It  was  your  pleafure,  and  your  own  remorfe ; 
1  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her; 
^ut  now  1  know  her  !   if  fhe  be  a  traitor. 
Why  fo  am  I ;  we  ftill  have  flept  together, 
Rofe  at  an  inflant,  learn'd,  play'd,  eat  together; 
And  wherefoe'er  we  went,  like  Juno's  fwans, 
Still  we  went  coupled  and  infeparable. 

Duke,  She  is  too  fubtle  for  thee  ;  and  her  fmoothnefs, 
Per  very  filence  and  her  patience, 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her: 
Thou  art  a  fool,  fhe  robs  thee^of  thy  name, 
And  thou  wilt  fhew  more  bright,  and  feem  more  virtuous, 
"When  flie  is  gone ;  then  open  not  thy  lip^ : 
Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom. 
Which  I  have  paiTeld  upon  her  ;  fhe  is  banltlied. 

CtL  Pronounce  that  fentence  then  on  mc,  my  liege ; 
I  cannot  live  out  of  her  comjiany. 

Duke.  You  are  a  fool :   yoi  niece,  provide  yourfelf ; 
If  you  out-flay  the  time,  upon  mine  honour, 
And  in  the  greatnefs  of  my  word,  ycu  die. 

[Exeunt  Duke,  ^c\ 

Cel,  O  my  poor  Rofalind:,  where  wilt  thou  go  ? 
Wilt  thou  change  fathers  !  I  will  give  thee  mine  : 
I  charge  thee,  be  not  thou  more  grieved  than  I  am. 

Rof,  I  have  mere  caufe. 

CeL  Thou  haft:  not  coufm  ; 
Pr'ythee,  be  cheerful ;  know'fi:  thou  not,  the  Duke 
Has  banifhed  me  hjs  daughter  ? 

Rof.  That  he  hath  not. 

Cel.  No  ;  hath  not }  Rofallnd  lac|cs  then  the  love, 
Whiqh  teaches  me  that  thou  and  I  are  one  : 
Shall  we  be  fundered  ?  flaaH  we  part,  fvyect  girl? 
No,  let  my  father  feek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devlfe  with  me  how  we  may  fly  ; 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us ; 
And  do  not  feek  to  take  your  charge  upon  you, 
To  bear  your  griefs  yourfelf,  and  leave  me  out ; 
For  by  this  heaven,  now  at  our  forrows  pale. 
Say  what  thou  canft,  I'll  go  along  with  thee. 

Rof.  Why,  whither  fhall  we  go  1 

CeL  To  feek  my  uncle  in  the  foreft  of  Arden. 

Rof  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us, 

^aids 
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iVTaids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  fo  far  ? 
Beauty  provoketh  thieves  fooner  than  gold. 

CeL  I'll  put  myfelf  in  poor  and  mean  attire. 
And  with  a  kind  of  umher  fmirch  my  face  ; 
The  like  do  you ;  fo  ifhali  we  pafs  along, 
And  never  ftir  aflailants. 

I^of.  Were't  not  better,  • 

Becaufe  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall, 
That  I  did  fuit  me  all  pointy  like  a  man  ; 
A  gallant  curtle-ax  upon  niy  thigh, 
A  boar-fpear  in  my  hand,  (and  in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fears  there  will) 
We'll  ha-^e  a  fwafhi ng  and  a  martial  outfide, 
As  many  other  mannifh  cowards  have, 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  femblaq^es. 

Cel,  What  lliall  I  call  thee,  when  thou  art  a  man  ? 

Rof.  rU  have  no  worfe  a  name  than  Jove's  own  page  j 
And  therefore,  look,  you  call  me  Ganimede, 
But  what  will  you  be  callM  ? 

Ctl.  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  my  ftatc: 
No  longer  Celia,  but  Aliena. 

Rof.  But,  coufin,  what  if  we  afTiid  to  fteal 
The  clowniili  fool  out  of  your  father's  court  ; 
Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

CeL  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  me, 
Leave  me  alone  to  woo  him ;  let's  away, 
And  get  our  jewels  and  our  wealth  together  ; 
Devife  the  fitteft  time,  and  fafeft  way 
To  hide  us  from  purfuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  flight  :  now  go  we  in  content 
To  Liberty,  and  not  to  Baniihment.  [Exeunt^ 


JOT 
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SCENE,    Arden    Forest. 


Enter  DuKe  Senior ^  Amiens,  and  two  or  three  Lords  Ukt 
Forejfers, 

DvKE  /en:or. 

NOW,  my- co-mates,  and  brothers  in  exile, 
Hath  hot  old  cuft<nn  made  ^.his  Vife  more  fwcet 
Than  that  of  pamf^d  pomp  ?     Are  not  thefe  woods 
More  free  from  peril  th  ui  the  envious  Court  ? 
Here  feel  we  hut,  the  penalty  of  Adam, 
The  Seafons'  difference;  as,  the  icy  phang. 
And  churli/h  chiding  of  the  vyinter's  wind  ; 
"Which,  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body. 
Even  till  I  flirink  with  cold,  I  fmilc,  and  fay, 
This  is  no  flattery  :  thefe  are  counfellors, 
That  feelingly  perfuade  me  what  I  am. 
Sweet  are  the  ufes  of  Adverfity, 
Which,  like  tlie  toad,  ugly  and  venomous. 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head  : 
And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt, 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks. 
Sermons  in  ftones,  and  good  in  every  tiling. 

Jmt.  1  would  not  change  it  ;  happy  is  your  Grace, 
That  can  tranllate  the  llubbornnefs  of  fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  ftyle. 

Duke  Sen.  Come,  AkiU  we  go  and  kill  us  venifon  ? 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fools, 
Being  native  burghers  of  this  defert  city. 
Should  in  their  own  confines,  with  forked  heads 
Have  their  round  haunches  goard. 

I  Lord.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
'J'he  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that ; 
And  in  that  kind  fwears  you  do  more  ufurp 
Than  doth  your  brother,  that  hath  banifliM  you  : 
To  day  my  lord  o\  J7niens^  and  myfelf. 
Did  ileal  behind  him,  a:  he  lay  along 
Under  on  oak,  whofe  antique  root  peeps  out 
tJpon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood  j 

To 
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To  tlie  which  place  a  poor  fequefter'd  flag. 
That  from  the  hunter's  aim  had  ta'en  a  hurt, 
Did  come  to  languifh  ;  and,  indeed,  my  lord, 
The  wretched  animal  heav'd  forth  fucli  groans 
That  their  difcharge  did  ftretch  his  leathern  coat 
Alraoft  to  burfting  ;   and  the  big  round  tears 
CoursM  one  another  down  his  innocent  nofe 
In  piteous  chale  ;  and  thus  the  hairy  fool, 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  yaques^ 
Stood  on  th'  extremeft  verge  of  the  fwift  brook, 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

Duke  Sen.  But  what  faid  Jaques  ; 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  fpe6bc)e  ? 

1  Lord.  O  yes,  into  a  thoufand  fimilles. 
Firft,  tor  his  weeping  in  the  needlefs  flream ; 
Poor  Deer,  quoth  he,  thou  mak'ft  a  teflament 
As  worldlings  do,  giving  thy  fum  of  more 

To  that  which  had  too  much.     Then  being  alone. 

Left  and  abandon'd  of  his  velvet  friends  ; 

'Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  mifery  doth  part 

The  flux  of  company  ;  anon  a  carelefs  herd, 

Full  of  the  paflurc,  jumps  along  by  him. 

And  never  flays  to  greet  him  :  ay,  quoth  "Jaques^ 

Sweep  on,  you  f:it  and  greafy  citizens, 

'Tis  jufl  the  fafliion  :  wherefore  do  you  look 

Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  here  ? 

Thus  mod  inve6lively  he  pierceth  through 

The  body  of  the  country,  city,  court; 

Yea,  and  of  this  our  life  :  fvvearing  that  we 

Are  mere  ufurpers,  tyrants,  and  what's  worfe, 

To  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up 

In  their  aflign'd  and  native  dwelling  place. 

Duke  Sen.  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contemplation? 

2  Lord.  We  did,  my  Lord,  weeping  and  commenting 
Upon  the  fobbing  deer. 

Duke  Sen.  Show  me  the  plnce ; 
I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fullen  fits, 
For  then  he's  full  of  matter. 

Z  Lord,  I'll  bring  you  to  him  flraight,  [^Exeunt^ 


C  a  SCENE 
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4CENE  changes  to  the  Palace  again^ 


J^nter  Duke  Frederick,  with  Lords. 

Duke,  Can  it  be  poffiblc,  that  no  man  faw  them  \ 
it  cannot  be;  fome  villains  of  my  court 
Are  of  confent  and  fufferance  in  this. 

1  Lord,  I  caqnot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her. 
The  ladies,  Her  attendants  of  her  chamber, 
Saw  her  a-bed,  and  in  the  morning  early 
They  found  the  bed  untreafurM  of  their  rniftrefs. 

2  Lord.  My  lord,  the  roynifli  clown,  at  whom  fp  oft 
Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  miffing  : 
Hifperia,  the  IPrincefs'  gentlewoman, 

ConfefTes,  that  flie  fecretly  o*er- heard 
Your  daughter  and  her  coufi-n  much  commend 
The  parts  and  graces  of  the  wreftler, 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  fmewy  Charles ; 
And  fhe  believes,  where  ever  they  are  gone, 
Th^t  youth  is  furely  in  tlieir  company. 

Duke,  Send  to  his  brother,  fetch  that  gallant  hither  : 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  brother  to  me, 
I'll  make'bim  £nd  him  ;  dothjs  fuddenly ; 
And  let  not  fearch  and  inquifition  quail 
'Jo  bring  again  thefe  runaways.  ]_Exeunt, 


SCENE  changes  to  Oliver's  Houfe. 


Enter  Orlando  and  Ada 


M, 


Qrk,  Who's  there  ? 

Jdam,  What  !  my  young  mafter  ?  oh,  my  gentle  mafter. 
Oh,  my  fweet  m after,  O  you  memory 
Of  old  Sir  Rowland  !  why,  what  make  you  here  ? 
Why  are  you  virtuous  ?  why  do  people  love  you  ? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftroiig,  and  valiant  ? 
W  hy  fliould  you  he  lb  fond  to  overcome 
The  bonny  Piifer  of  the  humorous  Dnke  ? 
yourpraifeis  come  too  fwiftly  home  before  yo^. 

'  Know 


AS    YOU    LIKE    It*  il 

Know  you  not,  mafter,  to  fome  kind  of  men 

Their  graces  ferve  them  but  as  enemies  ? 

No  more  do  yours  :  your  virtues,  gentle  mafler, 

Are  fan^ified  and  holy  traitors  to  yoa. 

O,  what  ?•  -  orld  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 

Envenoms  him  that  bears  it ! 

Or/a.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Jdam.  O  unhappy  youth, 
Come  not  within  thefe  doors  ;  within  this  roof 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives  ; 
Your  brother — (no;  no  brother;  yet  the  fon— 
Yet  not  the  fon  ;  1  will  not  call  him  fon 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father,) 
Hath  heard  your  praifes,  and  this  night  he  means 
To  burn  the  lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lie. 
And  you  within  it;  if  he  fail  of  that. 
He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  off; 
1  overheard  him,  and  his  pradiices  ; 
This  is  no  place,  this  houfe  is  but  a  butchery  ; 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

OrA?.  Why,  whither,  Adam,  would'ft  thou  have  me  go? 

/dam.  No  matter  whither,  fo  you  cpme  not  here. 

0//tf.  What,  wouldft  thou  haye  me  go  and  beg  my  food? 
Or  with  abafe,  and  boiflerous  fword  enforce 
A  thievifh  living  on  the  common  road  ? 
This  1  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do  : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  hov^r  I  ean  ; 
I  rather  will  fuhjedl  mc  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  blood,  and  bloody  brother. 

Adam.  But  do  not  fo ;  I  have  live  hundred  crowns. 
The  thrifty  hire  I  fav'd  under  your  father. 
Which  1  did  fiore,  to  be  my  fofter  nurfe 
When  fervice  fhould  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame. 
And  unregarded  age  in  corners  thrown  ; 
Take  that  :  and  he  that  doth  the  ravens  feed, 
Yea,  providently  caters  for  the  fparrow, 
Be  comfort  to  my  age!   here  is  the  gold. 
All  this  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  fervant ; 
Tho-  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lully ; 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
-Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood  ; 
Nor  did  I  with  unl)alhful  forehead  woo 
The  means  ofvycaknefs  and  debility. 

Therefore 
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7'hereforc  my  age  is  as  a  luliy  winter, 
Frofty,  but  kindly  ;  let  me  go  with  you  ; 
I'll  do  the  fervice  of  a  yc^jnger  man 
In  all  your  hvatje^s  and  necefRries. 

Orl^.  Oh  I  good  old  m.an,  how  well  intliee  appears 
Theconftant  fervice  of  the  antique  world  ; 
When  fervice  fvvsat  for  duty,  not  for  meed  ! 
Thou  art  not  for  the  falhion  of  thefe  times. 
Where  none  will  fvveat,  but  for  promotion  ; 
And,  having  that,  tochoak  their  fervice  up 
Jlven  with  the  having  ;  it  is  not  fo  with  thee  ; 
But,  poor  old  man,  thou  pruii^ft  a  rotten  tree. 
That  cannot  (o  muc  h  as  a  bloflbm  yield, 
In  lieu  of  ail  thy  pains  and  lu:fbandry  ; 
But  come  tliv  ways,  we'll  go  along  together; 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wage:;  fpent, 
We*ll  light  upon  fome  fettled  low  content. 

Adam,  Mafter,  go  on  ;  and  I.  will  follow  thee 
To  the  laftgafp  with  truth  and  loyalty. 
From  feventeen  years,  'till  now  almoft  fourfcorc, 
Here  liv'd  I,  but  now  live  here  no  mere. 
i\t  feventeen  years  many  their  fortunes  i'ttV  ; 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  week  ; 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompenfc  m>e  better, 
Tban  to  cjie  well,  and  not  my  mafrer's  debtor.       \ExiU 


SCENE  fhiwges  fo  the  Forest  cf  Arden, 


Enter  Ros  a  1. 1  n d  in  Boys  chaihs  /^r  G  a n  i rvi  e d  E .    Ce  L 14 
drejl  like  a  Shepherdefsfor  hh\):.^K,  and  Clown. 

Rof.   O  Jupiter  f  how  weary  are  my  fpirits  ? 

Ch.  I  care  not  for  my  fpirits,  if  my  Itgs  were  not 
weary. 

Rof*  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  difgrace  fny  man's  ap- 
parel, and  cry  like  a  woman;  but  I  muft  comfort  the 
^•eaker  vefTel,  as  doublet  and  hofe  ouglit  to  iliew  itfelf 
cpuragtous  to  petticoat  ;  therefore,  courage,  good  Aliena, 

CeL  I  pray  you  bear  witii  me,   I  can  go  no  further. 

Or. 
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Clo,  For  my  pnrt  I  had  rather  benr  with  you,  thnn  bear 
you  ;  vet  I  fhould  bear  no  crofs,  if  I  did  bear  you  ;  for  I 
think  you  have  no  money  in  yourpurfe, 

Rof  Well,  this  is  the  forelVof  Ardeti. 

do.  Aye  ;  nOw  I  am  in  Arden^  the  more  fool  I  ;  when 
I  was  at  home,  I  was  in  a  better  place  ;  but  travellers 
mun:  be  content. 

Rof.  Aye,  be  fo,  good  Mr.  ToiichJIone  :  look  you,  wh« 
comes  here  ;  a  young  man  and  old  in  folemn  talk. 

Enter  CoRlN  ^wt^SiLvius. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  mr^ke  her  fcorn  you  UllU 
SiL  O  Corin^  that  thou  kaew'll:  how  I  do  love  her  I 
Cor.    {  partly  guefs ;   for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 
SiL   No,   Covin,   being  old,  thou  canft  not  guefs, 

Tho'  in  thy  youth  thou  wall:  as  true  a  lover. 

As  ever  figh'd  "upon  a  midnight  pi i low  ; 

But  if  thy  love  were  ever  iiketo  mine, 

(As,  fure,  I  think,  did  never  man  love  fo) 

How  many  a£lions  moft  ridiculous 

Haft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fantafy  ? 
Cor*  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten, 
SiL   O,  thou  didft  then  ne'er  love  fo  heartilv; 

If  thou  rememher'ft  not  the  {lighteft:  folly, 

That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into. 

Thou  haft  not  lov'd. — ■ 

Or  if  thou  haft  not  fate  as  I  do  nov/ 

Wearying  the  hearer  in  thy  miftrefs'  praife. 

Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 

Or  if  thou  hart  not  broke  from  company, 

Abruptly  as  my  palFion  now  makes  me  : 

Thou  haft  not  lovM. 

0  Phebe!  Phebe.f  Phebe  !  [Exit  Sii.,, 
Rcf.  Alas,  poor  Shepherd  !  ffeafchlng  of  thy  wound, 

1  have  by  hard  adventure  found  fny  own. 

^  do.  And  I  mine ;  I  remember  when  I  was  in  love,  t 
broke  my  fword  upon  a  ftone,  and  hid  him  take  that  foe 
coming  a  nights  to  Jane  Smile ;  and,  1  remember  the 
kiffing  of  her  batlet,  and  the  cow's  dugs  that  her  prettf 
chopt  hands  had  milk'd  ;  and  I  remember  the  wooing  of 
a  peafcod  inftead  of  her,  from  whom  I  took  two  cods,  and 
giving  her  them  again,  faid  with  weeping  tears,  wear  theTe^ 
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for  my  fake.  We,  that  are  true  leavers,  run  into  Grange 
capers ;  but  as  all  is  mortal  in  nature,  fo  is  all  nature  in 
love  mortal  in  folly. 

Eof,  Thou  fpeak'ft  wifer,  than  thou  art  'ware  of. 
CIq<>  Nay,  I  fhall  ne'er  beware  of  mine  own  wit,  till  I 
break  my  fli.ns  againit  it. 

Rof,  Jove}  Jove  I  this  Shepherd^s  pafiion  is  much  up- 
on my  jafliion.  ,       .  , 
Clo,  And  mine  ;  hut  it  grows  foraethlng  Itale  with  me. 
CeL  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  queftionyond  man. 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food ; 
I  faint  almoft  to  death. 
Clo^  Holla  ;  you,  Clown  ! 
Rof.  Peace,  fool  ;  he's  not  thy  kinfman. 
Cor.  Who  calls  ? 
Clo,  Your  betters,  Sir. 
Cor.  Elfe  they  are  very  wretched. 
Rof.  Peace,  I  fay  ;  good  even  to  you,  friend. 
Cor.  And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  all. 
Rof,  I  pr'ythee,  fiiepherd,  if  that  love  or  gold 
Can  in  this  defert  place  buy  entertainment, 
Brin?^  us  v^herc  we  may  reft  ourfeives,  and  feed  ; 
Here's  a  young  maid  with  travel  much  opprefs'd, 
And  faints  for  fuccour. 

Cor,  Fair  Sir,  I  pity  her. 
And  vv'ifn  for  her  fake,  more  than  for  mine  own, 
My  fortunes  v/ere  more  able  to  relieve  her  ; 
But  1  am  a  Shepherd  t^  another  :iian, 
And  do  not  (heer  the  fleeces  that  I  graze  5 
My  mafteris  of  churlifli  difpofition. 
And  little  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  hcav'n 
By  doing  deeds  of  hofpitality  : 
Befides,  his  Coate,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed 
Arc  now  on  fale,  and  at  our  flieep-co  te  now, 
By  reafon  of  his  abfence.,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on  ;    -ut  what  is,  come  fee  5 
And  in  my  voice  mod  wticome  fhall  you  be. 
•    Rof  What  is  he,  that  fliall  buy  his  flock  and  pafture  ? 
Cor,  That  young  fwain,  that  you  faw  here  but  ere  whiie^ 
That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof.  I  pray  thee,  if  it  fland  with  honefly, 
Buy  tliou  the  cottage,  padure  and  the  flock, 
And  thou  ihalt  huve  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 
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,.    CeL  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages. 

I  like  this  place,  and  willingly  could  wafle 

My  time  in  it. 

Cor.    AfTuredly  the  thing  is  to  be  fold  ; 
Go  with  me;  if  you  like,  upon  report, 
yhe  foil,  the  profit^  and  this  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  leader  be; 
And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  fuddenly.         [Exeunt, 


SCENE  changes  to  a  defer  t  part  of  the  Forest. 


Enter  Amiens,  Jaques,  and  sthers, 

SONG, 

Ami.    Under  the  green-wood  tree, 
JVho  loves  to  lie  with  me^ 
j^nd  tune  his  merry  note^ 
Unto  the  fweet  bird''s  throaty 
Come  hither,  come  hither ^  come  hither: 

Here  Jhall  he  fee 

No  enemy. 

But  winter  and  rough  weather, 

Jaq.  More,  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 

J?ni.  It  will  make  you  melancholy,  Monfieur  yaquis^ 

faq.  I  thank  it;  more,  I  pr'ythee  more;  lean  fuck 
melancholy  out  of  a  fong,  as  a  weazel  fucks  eggs ;  more  I 
pr'ythee,  more. 

Ami,  My  voice  is  rugged,  I  know  I  cannot  pleafe  you. 

yaq.  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me,  I  do  delire  you 
to  fing;  come,come,another  ftanza; — call  you  'em  flanzas  ? 

Jmi.  What  you  will,  Monfieur  Jaques, 

Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names,  they  owe  me  no- 
thing.  -Will  you  fmg  ? 

yimi.  More  at  your  requefl:,  than  to  pleafe  myfelf. 

Jaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man,  I'll  thank  you; 
but  that,  tliey  call  Compliment,  is  like  the  encounter  of 
two  dog-apes.  And  when  a  man  thanks  me  heartily,  me- 
thinks,  1  have  given  him  a  penny,  and  he  renders  me  the 
beggarly  thanks.     Come,  fing ;   and  yeu  that  will  not, 

koid  your  tongues. 

D  Jimu 
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Ami.  Well,  lUl  end  the  fong,  Sirs ;  cover  the  while ;  the 
Duke  will  dine  under  this  tree ;  he  hath  been  all  this 
day  to  look  you. 

Jaq.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him.  He 
is  too  difputable  for  my  company  :  I  think  of  as  many 
matters  as  he,  but  I  give  heav'n  thanks,  and  make  no  boaft 
of  them.     Come,  warble,  come. 

SONG.. 

Who  doth  ambition  Jhun, 

And  loves  to  lie  /'  tV  fun^ 

Seeking  the  food  he  eats, 

Jnd  pleas' d  with  what  he  gets  ; 

Come  hither,  come  hither^  come  hither'^ 

Herejhall  he  fee 

No  enemy y 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Jaq-  V\\  give  you  a  verfe  to  this  note,  that  I  made 
j?efterday  in  defpite  of  my  invention. 
Jmi.  And  I'll  fing  it. 
Jaq.  Thus  it  goes. 

If  it  do  come  to  pafsy 

That  any  man  turn  afs ; 

Leaving  his  wealth  and  eafe 

AJluhhorn  ivill  to  phafe^ 

Due  ad  me  J  due  ad  me,  due  ad  me\ 

Here  Jhall  he  fee 

Grofs  fools  as  he. 
An*  if  he  will  come  to  me, 

J?ni»  What's  that  due  ad  me  F 

Jaq.  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  fools  into  a  circle* 
I'll  go  to  fleep,  if  I  can  j  if  I  cannot,  I'll  rail  againll  all 
the  firft-born  of  Egypt. 

Ami.  And  I'll  go  feek  the  Duke  :  his  banquet  is  pre- 
par'd.  [Exeunt  fever  ally. 

Enter  Or  LAN  Da  and  Adam. 

Adam.  Dear  mafler,  I  can  go  no  further;  O,  I  die  for 
food  !  here  lie  I  down,  and  meafure  out  my  grave.  Fare- 
wel,  kind  mafler. 

Ofla, 


AS  you  LIKE   IT.  27 

Orla.  Why,  how  now,  Jdam!  no  greater  heart  hi  thee  ? 
live  a  little  ;  comfort  a  little ;  cheer  thyfelf  a  little.  If 
this  uncouth  foreft  yield  anything  favage,  1  will  either  be 
food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  food  to  thee :  thy  conceit  is 
nearer  death  than  thy  powers.  For  my  fake  be  comforta- 
ble, hold  death  awhile  at  the  arm's  end  :  I  will  be  here  with 
thee  prefcntly,  and  if  1  bring  thee  not  lomething  to  eat, 
I'll  give  thee  leave  to  die.  But  if  thou  dieft  before  I  come, 
thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  labour.  Well  faid,  thou  look'fi 
cheerly ;  and  Til  be  with  thee  quickly;  yet  thou  lieft  in 
the  bleak  air.  Come,  I  will  bear  thee  to  fome  fhelter,  and 
thou  fhalt  not  die  for  lack  of  a  dinner,  if  there  live  any 
thing  in  this  defert.     Cheerly,  good  Adaml        [Exeunt* 

Enter  Duke  Sen,  and  Lords.  [A  table fet  $ut. 

Duke  Sen.  I  think  he  is  transformed  into  a  beafl, 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  man. 

I  Lord.  My  Lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence: 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  fong. 

Duke  Sen.  If  he  compadt  of  jars,  grow  mufical, 
We  fhall  have  fliortly  difcord  in  the  fpheres. 
Go,  feek  him ;  tell  him,  I  would  fpeak  with  him. 

Enter  Jaques. 

I  Lord,  He  faves  my  labour  by  his  own  approach. 

Duke  Sen.  Why,  how  now,  Monfieur,  what  a  life  is  this, 
That  your  poor  friends  muft  woo  your  company  ? 
What  !  you  look  merrily ! 

Jaq.  A  fool,  a  fool  \- 1  met  a  fool  i'th'  foreft,    ' 

A  motley  fool ;  a  miferable  world  ! 

As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool ; 

Who  laid  him  down,  and  bafk'd  him  in  the  fun, 

And  rail'd  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms, 

In  good  fet  terms,  and  yet  a  motley  fool. 

Good-morrow  fool,  quoth  I;  No,  Sir,  quoth  he, 

Call  me  not  fool,  'till  heaven  hath  fent  me  fortune; 

And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poak, 

And  looking  on  it  with  lack-luflre  eye, 

Says  very  wifely,  it  is  ten  o'clock  : 

f  hps  may  we  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags  : 

D  2  'Tis 
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'Tis  but  an  hour  ago,  fince  it  was  nine. 
And  after  one  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven  ; 
And  fo  from  hour  to  hoor,  we  ripe  and  ripej> 
And  then  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot  and  rot, 
And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.     When  1  did  hear 
The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time, 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer. 
That  fools  ftiould  be  To  deep  contemplative  : 
And  I  did  laugh,  fans  intermi^fion, 
An  hour  by  his  dial. — O  noble  fool,, 
A  worthy  fool  !  motley's  the  only  wear, 
J)uke  Sen.   What  fool  is  this  ? 

Jaq.  O  worthy  fool !  one  that  hath  been  a  courtier. 
And  fays,  if  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair, 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain. 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bilket 
After  a  voyage,  he  hath  ftrange  places  cram'd 
With  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms.     O  that  I  were  a  fool, 
1  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 
Duke  ^en.  Thou  Ihal't  have  one. 
Jaq»  It  is  my  only  fuit ; 
Provided,  that  yoy  we^d  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion, 'that  grows  rank  in  them, 
That  I  am  wife.     I  mufl  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  chaffer  as  the  wind, 
To  blow  on  whom  1  pleafe  ;   for  fo  fools  have  ; 
And  they  tl-kat  are  moil  galled  with  my  folly, 
They  moft  mud  laugh  :  and  why.  Sir,  muft  they  fo? 
The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  parifh  church  ; 
He,  whom  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit, 
DotK  very  foolilhly,  although  he  {m?xU 
Not  to  feem  fenft- lefs  of  the  bob.     If  not, 
The  wife  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  fquandVin^i:  glances  of  the  fool. 
Inveft  me  in  my  motley,  give  me  leave 
To  fpeak  my  mind,  and  I  vyill  through  and  through 
Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  th'  infeded  world. 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

D.iike  Sen,  Fie  on  thee  !  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldft  do. 
Jaq,  V/hat  for  a  counter,   would  f  do  but  good  ? 
Duh  Sen,  Moft  mifchievous  foul  fm,  in  chiding  fm; 
per  thou  thyfelf  haft  been  a  libertine, 
-■'^   •         ■  h% 
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As  fenfual  as  the  bruitilh  fting  itfelf ; 
And  all  the  embofled  fores  and  beaded  evils. 
That  thou  with  licence  of  tree  foot  has  caught, 
Wouldfl  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  world. 

Jaq.  Why,  who  cries  (»ut  on  pride, 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  ? 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  Tea, 
'Till  that  the  very  means  do  ebb  -^ 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  1  name. 
When  that  I  fay,  the  city-wornan  bears 
The  coft  of  Princes  on  unworthy  fhoulder?  ? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  fay,  that  I  mean  her; 
When  fuch  a  one  as  fhe,  fuch  is  her  neighbour. 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  fundtion, 
That  fays  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  coft; 
Thinking,  that  I  mean  him;  but  therein  fuit& 
His  folly  to  the  metal  of  my  fpeech  ? 
There  then ;  how  then  ?  what  then  ?  let  me  fee  wherein 
My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him;  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfelf;  if  he  be  free, 
Why  then  my  taxing,  tike  a  wild-goofe,  Hies 
Unclaimed  of  any  man.     But  who  comes  here? 

'Enter  Orlando,  with  his fwsrd drawn, 

Orla,  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

Jaq.  Why,  i  jiave  eat  none  yet. 

Urla,  Nor  /halt  thou  'till  neceflity  be  f^rved. 

yaq.  Of  what  kind  fliould  this  cock  come  of? 

Duke  Sen,  Art  thou  thus  holtlenM  man  by  thy -diftrefs? 
Or  elfe  a  rude  defpifer  pf  good  manners. 
That  in  civility  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty  ? 

Orla,  You  touch'd  my  vein  at  firlt ;  the  thorny  point 
Of  bare  d^ftrefs  has  ta'en  from  me  the  fhew 
Of  fmooth  civility  ;  yet  am  I  inlnnd  bread. 
And  know  fome  nurture  :  but  forbear,  I  fay : 
He  dies  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit, 
'Til!  1  and  my  affairs  are  anfwered. 

y^q.  If  you  will  not 
Be  anfwered  with  rcafon,  I  muft  die. 

Duke  Sen,  What  would  you  have?  Your  gentlencft 
fliall  force. 
More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentlenefs. 

Orla,  I  aimoft  die  for  food,  and  let  me  have  it. 

Duke, 
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Duke  Sen,  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  onr  table* 

Orla,  Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  pardon  me,  I  pray  you; 
I  thought  that  all  things  had  been  favage  here ; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  ftern  commandment.     But  whatever  you  are, 
That  in  this  defert  inacceffible, 
Under  the  fliade  of  melancholy  houghs, 
L.ofe  and  negledl  the  creeping  hours  of  time; 
If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  days; 
If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoird  to  church; 
If  ever  fat  at  any  good  man's  feaft ; 
If  ever  from  your  eye-lids  wip'd  a  tear. 
And  know  what  *tis  to  pity  and  be  pitied  ; 
Let  gentlenefs  my  flrong  enforcement  be, 
In  the  which  hope  I  blufh,  and  hide  my  fword. 

Duke  Sen,  True  is  it,  that  we  have  feen  better  days; 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knolPd  to  church  ; 
And  ht  at  good  men's  feafts,  and  wipM  our  eyes 
Of  drops  that  facred  pity  hath  engendered  : 
And  therefore  fit  yoU  down  in  gentlenefs. 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have. 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  miniftered. 

Orla.  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while. 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn, 
And  give  it  food.     There  "is  an  old  poor  man,       ^ 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  ftep 
LimpM  in  pure  love;  *tiU  he  be  iirfl  fufficed, 
Opprefs'd  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger, 
1  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Duke  Sen,  Go  find  him  out, 
And  we  will  nothing  wade  till  you  return. 

Orla,  I  thank  ye  ;  and  be  blefsM  for  your  good  com- 
fort! [Exit. 

Duke  Sen,  Thou  feeft,  we  are  not  ail  alone  unhappy  : 
This  wide  and  univerfal  Theatre 
Frefents  move  \voeful  pageants,  than  the  fcene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

Ja^,  All  the  world's  a  ilage, 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players  ; 
They  have  their  Exits  and  their  entrances. 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts  : 
His  a£Ts  being  feven  ages.     At  firft  the  infant, 
Mewling  and  pukinjr  in  the  nurfe's  arms : 

And 
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And  then  the  whining  fchool-boy,  with  his  fatchel. 

And  fliining  morning-face,  creeping  like  fnail. 

Unwillingly  to  fchool.     And  then,  the  lover; 

Sighing  like  furnace  with  a  woeful  ballad 

Made  to  his  miftrefs'  eye«brow.     Then,  a  foldier. 

Full  of  ftrange  oaths  and  bearded  like  the  pard. 

Jealous  in  honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  quarrel, 

Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 

Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth.     And  then,  the  juflicc 

In  fair  round  belly  with  good  capon  lin'd, 

With  eyes  fevere,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 

Full  of  wife  faws  and  modern  inflances, 

And  fo  he  plays  his  part.     The  fixth  age  fliifts 

Into  the  lean  and  flipper'd  pantaloon, 

With  fpedtaclea  on  nofe,  and  pouch  on  fide; 

His  youthful  hofe  well  fav'd  a  world  too  wide 

For  his  fhrunk  fliank;  and  his  big  manly  voice^ 

Turning  again  toward  childifh  treble,  pipes 

And  whiftles  in  his  found.     Laft  fcene  of  ail. 

That  ends  tliis  ftrange  eventful  hiftory, 

Is  fecond  childifhnefs,  and  mere  oblivion. 

Sans  teeth,  fans  eyes,  fans  tafte,  fans  every  thing. 

Enter  Orlando,  with  Adam. 

Duke  Sen,  Welcome  :  fet  down  your  venerable  burden. 
And  let  him  feed. 

Orla.  I  thank  you  moft  for  him.} 

Mam,  So  had  you  need, 
I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  myfelf. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome,  fall  to :  I  will  not  trouble  you. 
As  yet  to  queftion  you  about  your  fortunes. 
Give  us  fome  mufic ;  and  good  coufin,  fmg. 

SONG, 

Ami.  Blow,  bloWy  thou  winter  wind, 
Thou  art  not  fo  unkind 

As  marCs  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  fo  keen, 
Becaufe  thou  art  not  fien^ 
Altho  thy  breath  he  rude. 

Heigh 
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Heigh  ho  !  fing,  heigh  ho  !  unto  the  green  hdly  % 
Msjl  frierMip  is  feigning  \  tnoji  loving  mere  folly  ^ 

''Then  heigh  ho,  the  holly  ! 

This  Ujs  is  n/cji  jolly. 

Freeze,  freeze,  thou  hitter  Jhy^ 
Ihou  cujl  not  hitf  fo  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot : 
no'  thou  the  waters  warp^ 
1'hy  fAng  is  mt  fo  Jharp 

As  frieyid  remembered  not, 
Hiigh  ho  /  fmg,  kc. 

Duke  Sen.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rowlands  fori? 
As  you  have  w!»ifper*d  faithfully  you  were, 
And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  effigies  witnefs. 
Mo ^t  truly  hmm^d  and  living  in  your  face, 
Er  truly  welcome  hither.     1  am  the  Duke, 
Th;it  iov'd  your  father:  The  refidue  of  your  fortune, 
Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me.     Good  old  man, 
Thou  art  riglit  welcome,  as  thy  maAer  is  ; 
Support  him  by  the  arm  ;  give  me  your  hand, 
And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  underftand.  [Exeunt, 


ACr  II L 
SCENE,  the  PJLJCE, 


N 


Enter  Duke,  Lords,  and  Oliyek^ 

Duke. 

'OT  fee  him  fince  ?  Sir,  Sir,  that  cannot  be  : 
—   -    But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy^ 
3  /liould  not  f-ek  an  abfent  argument 
or  my  revenge,  thou  prefent :  but  look  to  it; 
Find  out  thv  orother,  wherefoe'er  he  is  ; 
Seek  him  with  candle  :  bring  him  dead  or  livin-g. 
Within  this  twelvemonth  ;  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  feck  a  living  in  our  territory. 


Thy 
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Thy  lanJs  and  all  things  that  thou  doft  call  thine. 
Worth  feizure,  do  we  feize  into  our  hands  ; 
'Till  thou  canft  quit  thee  by  thy  brother's  rnoutb, 
Of  what  wfe  think  againft  thee. 

Oli.  Oh,  that  your  Highnefs  knew  my  heart  in  this: 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Duke.  Mere  villian  thou.  Well,  puili  him  outof  doorS; 
And  let  my  ojfficers  of  fuch  a  nature 
Make  an  extent  upon  his  houle  and  lands: 
T>o  this  e^tpediently,  and  tQin  him  going.  [Exeunt^ 


SCENE  changes  to  ths  Forest, 


Enter  OrlANdO. 


Orld.  Hnrig  there,  my  verfe,  in  witnefsof  my  lovej 
A'm\  thou  thrice-crowned  Queen  of  night  furvey, 

With  thy  chafleeye,  from  thy  pale  fphere  above, 
Tf)y  huntrefs'  name  that  my  full  life  doth  fway. 

O  Ro/aitmif  thefe  trees  ihnll  be  my  books, 
And  in  their  barks  my  thoughts  i'Jl  charatSler; 

That  every  eye,  wliich  in  this  forefl  looks, 
Snali  fee  thy  virtue  witnefs'd  every  where. 

Run,  tun,  Orlando^  carve,  on  every  tree, 

'i  he  fair,  the  chaite,  and  unexpreiTive  {lie  I         [Exit, 

Enter  CoKl^  and  Clows. 

Cor,  And  how  like  you  this  fhepherd*slife,  Mr.  Touch- 
Bone  ? 

do.  Truly,  fhepherd,  in  refpect  of  itfelf,  it  is  a  good 
life  ;  but  in  refpedt  that  it  is  a  Ihepherd's  life,  it  is  naught. 
In  refpccl  that  it  is  folitary,  I  like  it  very  well:  but  iii 
refpedl  that  it  is  private,  it  is  a  verj  vile  life.  Now,  in 
refpecl  it  is  in  the  fields,  it  pleafeth  me  well;  but  in  re- 
fpfc6t  it  is  not  in  the  Court,  it  is  tedious.  As  it  is  a  fpare 
life,  look  you,  it  fits  my  temper  well ;  but  as  there  is  no 
more  plenty  in  it,  it  goesngiiiiA  my  liomach.  Hail  any 
phiiofopby  in  ihee,   fh'-pherd  ? 

Ccr.  No  more,  but  that  1  know,  the  more  one  fickens, 
the  work;  iit  eafe  be  is  :   aivj  thit  he,  that  wants  monev. 
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means,  and  content,  Is  without  three  good  friends.  That 
the  propel  ty  of  rain  is  to  wet,  and  fire  to  burn  :  that  good 
pafture  makes  fat  ftieep;  and  that  a  great  caufe  of  the 
night,  is  the  lack  of  the  fun  :  that  he,  who  hath  learned 
no  wit  by  nature  nor  art,  may  complain  of  good  breeding, 
or  comes  of  a  very  dull  kindred. 

Cloo  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  phiiofopher.     Waft  ever  at 
Court,  fhepherd? 
Cor.  No,  truly. 
Clo.  Then  thou  art  damn'd. 

Cor,  Nay,  I  hope 

Ch,  Truly,    thou  art  damn'd,  like  an  ill-roafted  egg, 
^11  on  one  fide. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  Court?  your  reafon. 
Clo.  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  Court,  thou  never 
favv'ft  good  manners  :  if  thou  never  faw*ft  good  manners, 
then  thy  manners  muft  be  wicked  ;  and  wickednefs  is  fin, 
and  fin  is  damnation  :  thou  art  in  a  parlous  ftate,  fhepherd. 
Cor»  Not  a  whit,  TouchJlone\  thofe,  that  are  good  man- 
ners at  the  Court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  country  as  the 
behaviour  of  the  country  is  moft  mockable  at  the  Court, 
You  told  me,  you  lalute  not  at  the  Court,  but  you  kifs 
your  hands;  that  courtefy  would  be  uncleanly,  if  cour- 
tiers were  fhepherds. 

Clo,  Inftance,  briefly;  come,  inftance. 
Cor,  Why,  we  are  ftill  handling  our  ewes  ;  and  their 
fells,  you  know,  are  greafy. 

Clo,  Why  do  not  your  courtiers*  hands  fweat  ?  and  is 
not  the  greafe  of  a  mutton  as  wholefome  as  the  fweat  of  a 

man  ?  fliallow,  fhallow  ; — a  better  inftance,  I  fay  5 

come. 

Cbr.  Befides,  our  hands  are  hard. 

.Clo,  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  fooner.  Shallow 
again  •— — — -a  more  founder  inftance,  come. 

Cor,  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  oyer  with  the  furgery 
of  our  flieep  ;  and  would  you  have  us  kifs  tar  ?  the  cour- 
tiers hands  are  perfumed  with  civet. 

Clo.  Moft  fhallow  man  !   thou  worms-meat,  in  refpedt 
of  a  good  piece  of  flelli,  indeed  !  learn  of  the  wife,,  and 
perpend  ;  civet  is  of  a  hafer  birth  than  tar;  the  very  ud- 
cleanly  flux  of  a  cat.     Mend  the  inftance,  fhepherd. 
Cor,  You  have  tooccurtJy  a  wit  for  me  j  I'll  reft. 

Ch, 
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Clo,  Wilt  thou  refl  damnM  ?  God  help  thee,  fhallow 
man  :  God  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art  raw. 

Cor,  Sir,  I  am  a  true  labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat  ;  get 
that  1  wear;  owe  no  man  hate,  envy  no  man's  happinefs; 
glad  of  ot)i<"r  men's  good;  content  with  my  harm;  and 
the  er  '  >f  my  pride  is  »■  >  fee  my  ewes  graze,  and  my 
lambs  fuck. 

C/o,  1  :  It  isanot^.^;  limple  fininyou,  tohringtheewes 
and  rarns  togeth^^  ,  and  to  offer  to  get  yo.ur  liviiig 
by  the  copulat"?  r  .f  cattle  ;  to  be  a  bawd  to  a  bell- wea- 
ther ;  and  t  otray  a  fhe-lamb  of  a  twelvemonth  to 
a  crooked  p  ■.  :;  old  cuckoldly  ram,  out  of  all  reafon- 
able  match  thou  be'ft  not  damn'd  for  this,  the  devil 

hiinfelf  V  "  .  ve  no  fhepherds ;  I  cannot  fee  elfe  how 
thou  fhou'u't  'fcape. 

Cor  Kt  le  comes  young  Mr.  Gammed,  my  new  mif- 
trefs's  brother. 

Enter  V^OSALii^Dy  with  a  paper, 

Rof.  From  the  eaft  to  weflern  Inde, 
No  jewel  is  like  Rofalind. 
Her  worth,  being  mounted  on  the  windp 
Through  all  the  world  hears  Rofalind, 
j^ll  the  piSfures,  fairejl  lin'd 
Are  hut  black  to  Rofalind. 
Let  no  face  he  kept  in  mind. 
But  the  face  £/"  Rofalind. 

CI«.  I'll  rhime  you  fo,  eight  years  together;  dinners, 
and  fuppers,  and  fleeping  hours  excepted  :  it  is  the  right 
batter  women's  rank  to  market. 

Rof,  Out,  fooli 

Clo.  For  a  tafle. 

Jf  a  hart  doth  lack  a  hind. 

Let  himfeek  out  Rofalind. 

If  the  cat  will  after  kind, 

Ao,  he  fur  e^  «//// Rofalind. 

Winter-garments  mu/i  be  lin*d. 

So  muft  fender  Rofalind, 

They  that  reap,  mu/l  fijeaf  and  hind ; 

Then  to  fart  with  Rofalind. 

E  2  Sweets/I 
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Sweeie^fl  nut  haih  fowere/i  rind, 
Such  a  nut  is  Rofalind. 
Hg  that  Jweetefl  rofe  will  find, 
Mujl  find  love  e  prick ^  and  ^o{?X\v\^ . 
This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  verfes  ;  why  do  yoq  infcA 
yourfelf  with  them  ? 
■  Rof,  Peace,  you  dull  fool,  I  found  them  on  a  tree. 

Clo»  Truly,  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 
■     Rof.  I'll  gr-ifFlt  with  you,  and  then  I'll  graff  it  with 
a  mecller  ;  then  it  will  be  the  earliefl:  fruit  i'  th*  country  ; 
for  you  will  be  rotten  ere  you  be  half  ripe,  and  that's  the 
right  virtue  of  the  medler. 

Clo.  You  have  faid  ;  but  whether  wifely  or  no,  let  the 
foreft  judge. 

Enter  Celia,  with  a  writing. 
Roj.  Peace,  here  comes  my  fifler,  reading  :  Hand  afide, 

Cel.   JPlyy  fijoiild  this  a  defert  he. 

For  it  is  unpeopVd  ?     No  ; 
tongues  Til  hang  on  every  tree, 

That  Jhall  civil  fay ings  Jhow. 
Some,  how  brief  the  life  of  man 

Runs  his  erring  pilgrimage  ; 
That  the  Jir etching  of  a  [pan 

Buckles  in  his  fum  of  age  \ 
Some  of  violated  vows, 

"Twixt  the  fouls  of  friend  and  friend; 
But  upon  the  fair  eji  houghs. 

Or  at  ever)  jentence  endy 
Will  J  Rofalinda  vorite  ; 

Teaching  alt,  that  read,  to  knoiv. 
This  quint effence  of  every  fprite. 

Heaven  would  in  little  fkinv  ; 
Therefore  heaven  nature  changed, 

That  ove  body  Jhould  be  fill' d 
IVith  all  graces  'Wide  enlarged-. 

Nature  prejently  diJiiWd 
Helen's  cheeks,  hut  not  her  heart, 

Cleopatra's  maje/ly ; 
Atalanta's  better  part ; 
Sad  Lu^retia's  viodejly^ 

'i^    .  Thus 
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Thus  Ko^SiWnd  of  many  parts 

By  heav*niy  fynod  was  devised l 
Of  matiy  faces ^  eyes  and  hearts  j 

To  have  the  touches  deare/i  pri%*d. 
Heav'n  would  that  Jhe  thefe  gifts  jhould  have^ 
And  I  to  h've  and  die  herflave. 

lUf*  O  moH:  gentle  Jupiter! — wbnt  tedious  homily  of 
iove  have  you  wearied  your  parifliioners  withal,  and  ne- 
ver cry*d, — Have  patience,   good  people  ! 

Cel.  How  now  ?  backfriends!  iliepherd,  go  ofFa  lit- 
tle: go  with  him,  firrah. 

Clo,  Come,  fhepherd,  let  us  make  an  honourable  re- 
treat ;  tho'  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  vet  with  fcfip  and 
fcrippage.  [Exeunt  Coriii  and  Clown. 

Cel.  Didft  thou  hear  thefe  verfes  ? 

Rof  O  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too;  for  fome 
of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  verfes  would 
bear. 

CeL  That's  no  matter;  the  feet  might  bear  the  verfes, 

Rof  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear 
themfelves  without  the  verfe,  and  therefore  flood  lamely 
in  the  verfe. 

Cel.  But  did/l  thou  hear  without  wondering,  how  thy 
name  fhould  be  hang'd  and  carvM  upon  thefe  trees  ? 

Rof  I  was  feven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder,  before 
you  came  ;  for,  look  here,  what  I  found  on  a  palm-tree  ; 
I  was  never  fo  be-rhimed  fince  Pythagoras^  time,  that  I, 
was  an  Irijh  rat,  which  I  can  hardly  remember. 

Cel.  Trow  you,  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Rof.  Is  it  a  man  ? 

CeL  And  a  chain,  that  you  once  wore,  about  his  neck : 
Change  you  colour? 

Rof  I  pr'yrhee,  who? 

CeL  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends  to 
meet ;  but  mountains  may  be  removed  with  earthquakes, 
and  fo  encounter. 

Rof  Nay,   hut  who  is  it  ? 

Cel.   Is  it  pofiible? 

Rof  Nay,  I  pr'ythee  now,  with  moft  petitionary  ve-r 
Jiemence,  tell  me  who  it  is. 

CeL  Q  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  yet  moft  wonderful, 

wonder* 
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wonderful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that  out 
of  all  whooping^ — — 

Rof.  Good,  my  complexion  !  doll  thou  think,  though 
I  am  caparifon'd  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet  and  hofe  in 
inv  difpofition  ?  One  inch  of  delay  more  is  a  South- Sea 
off  difcovery.  I  pr'ythee  tell  me,  who  is  it ;  quickly, 
and  fpeak  apace  :  I  would  thou  couldfl  fbammer,  that  thou 
jnight'fl:  pour  this  concealed  man  out  of  thy  mouth,  as 
wine  comes  out  of  a  narrow- mouthM  bottle  ;  either  too 
much  at  once,  or  none  at  all.  I  pr'ythee,  take  the  cork 
out  of  thy  mouth,  that  I.  may  drink  thy  tidings, 

CeL  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly, 

Rof,  Is  he  of  God's  making;  what  manner  of  man  ?  is 
his  head  worth  a  hat,  or  his  chin  worth  a  beard  ? 

Cel.   Nay,  he  hath  hut  a  little  beard. 

KoJ,  Why,  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will  be 
thankful';  let  me  flay  the  growth  of  his  beard,  if  thou  de- 
lay me  not  the  knowledge  of  his  chin. 

CeL  ft  is  young  Orlando,  that  tripp'd  up  the  wrefller's 
Jieels  and  your  heart  both  in  an  indant. 

Kof.  Nay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking  ;  fpeak,  fad 
brow,  and  true  maid. 

CeL  Tfaith,  coz,  'tis  he» 

Rcf.  Orlando! 

CeL   Oihyido. 

Rcf.  Alas  the  day,  what  fhall  I  do  with  my  doublet 
and  hofe  ?  what  did  he,  when  ihou  faw'fthim?  what 
laid  he  ?  how  look'd  he  ?  wherein  went  he  ?  w^hat  makes 
he  here  ?  did  he  afk  for  me  ?  where  remains  he  ?  how 
parted  he  with  thee  ?  and  when  flialt  thou  fee  him  again  ? 
anfwer  me  in  one  word. 

Cel  You  mufl:  borrow  me  GaragantuaU  mouth  firfl ; 
*tts  a  wtjrd  too  great  for  any  man  of  tliis  age's  fi-^e :  to 
fay,  ay,  and  no,  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than  to  an-, 
fvver  in  a  catechifm, 

jR^  But  cloth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  forefl,  and  in 
Bian's  apparel?  looks  he  as  frefliily  as  he  did  the  day  he 
wrefllecl  ? 

CeL  It  is  as  eafy  to  count  atoms,  as  to  refolve  the  pro- 
pofitions  of  a  lover  :  but  take  a  talle  of  my  finding  l.im, 
and  relifh  it  with  good  obfeivance.  I  found  him  under  ^ 
tree,  like  a  droppM  acorn, 

'  Rof. 
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Rof,  It  may  well  be  called  ^ove^s  tree,  when  it  drops 
forth  fuch  fruit. 

Cel.  Give  me  audience,  good  Madam, 

Rof.  Proceed. 

Ce/,  There  lay  he  flretch'd  along  like  a  wounded 
Knight. 

Rof  Tho'  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  well  becomes 
the  ground. 

Cef.  Cry,  holla  !  to  thy  tongue,  I  pr'ythee;  it  curveti 
unfeafonably.     He  was  furniihed  like  a  hunter. 

Rof  Oh,  ominous;  becomes  to  kill  my  heart. 

CeL  I  would  fing  my  fong  without  a  burden;  thou 
bring'il:  me  out  of  tune. 

Rof*  Do  you  net  know  lama  woman  ?  when  I  think, 
I  muft  fpeak  ?  Sweet,  fay  on. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques. 

Cel.  You  bring  me  out.     Soft,  comes  he  not  here? 

Rof.  *Tis  he;  flink  by,  and  note  him. 

[Celia  and  Rofalind,r/r/r^. 

yaq.  I  thank  you  for  your  company  ;  but  good  faith,  £ 
had  as  lief  have  been  myfelf  alone. 

Orla.  And  fo  had  I;  but  yet  for  fa/liion  fake,  I 
thank  you  too  for  your  fociety. 

Jaq.  God  bV  you,  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can.] 

Or/a.  I  do  defire  we  may  be  better  flran^ers. 

Jaq.  I  pray  you,  marr  no  more  trees^with  writina* 
love  longs  in  their  bnrks, 

Orla.  I  pray  you  marr  no  more  of  my  verfes  with 
reaHing  them  ill-favouredly. 

fi-jq.  Ro'allnd,  is  your  love*s  name? 

Orla.   Yes,ju{l:. 

yaq,  I  do  not  like  her  name. 

Orla.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafmg  you,  when 
fhe  was  chrillen'd. 

Jaq.  What  ftature  is  flie  of? 

Orla.    Turt  as  high  as  my  heart. 

Jaq.  You  are  full  of  pretty  anfwers;  have  you  not 
been  acquainted  with  goldfmiths  wives,  and  connM  them 
out  of  rings? 

Orla.  Not  {o :  but  I  anfwer  you  right  painted  cloth, 
from  whence  you  have  fludied  your  queilions. 
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yaq^.  Vou  have  a  nimble  wit;  I  think,  it  was  mau^ 
of  Jtalantah  heels.  Will  you  fit  down  with  me,  and 
we  two  will  rail  againft  our  miftrefs,  the  world,  and  all 
our  mifery, 

Orla.  1  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world  but  myfelf^ 
againft  whom  I  know  moft  faults. 

Jaq.  The  woril  fault  you  have  is  to  be  in  love. 

Orla.  'Tis  a  fault  I  would  not  change  for  your  bcft 
virtue;  I  am  wenry  of  you. 

Jaq.  By  my  troth,  I  was  feeking  for  a  fool,  when  I 
found  you. 

Orla.  He  is  drown'd  in  the  brook ;  look  but  in^  and 
you  fhall  fee  him. 

Jaq,  There  I  fliall  fee  mine  own  figure. 

Orla.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool,  or  a  cyphen 

Jaq,  I'll  itay  no  longer  with  you  ;  farewell,  good 
SigniorLovc!  -  [Extt* 

Orla.  I  am  glad  of  your  departure;  adieu,  good  Mon- 
sieur Melancholy  1  f  Cel.  and  Rof.  come  forvjard, 

Rcf.  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  faucy  lacquey,  and  un- 
der that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him :  do  you  hear^ 
forefter  ? 

Orla.  Very  well;  what  would  you? 

Mof,  I  pray  you,  what  is't  o'clock  ? 

Orla.  You  fhould  afk  me,  what  time  o'day  ;  there's 
no  deck  in  the  fore.ft. 

Rof,  Then  there  is  no  true  lover  in  the  forefl  ;  elfe^ 
fighing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour,  would 
detedl  the  lazy  foot  of  time,  as  well  as  a  clock. 

Orla.  And' why  not  the  fvvift  foot  of  time?  had  not 
that  been  as  proper  ? 

Rcf.  By  no  means,  Sir:  time  travels  in  divers  pnceS, 
with  divers  perfons  ;  I'll  tell  you  who  Time  amhies 
witba!,  who  Time  trots  withal,  who  Time  gfillopS 
withnl,  and  who  he  ilands  ftill  withal. 

Orla.   I  pr'ythec  whom  doth  iie  trot  withal  ? 

Rof.   Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid,  between 
the  contratt  of  her  marriage,  and  the  day  it  is  fdlemniz'd  : 
if  the  interim  be  but  a  fe'nnight.  Time's  pace  is  fo  haid 
that  it  feems  the  lenctth  of  (even  years, 
Orla,  Vv'ho  ambles  Time  witha!  ? 

M^f.  With  a  nrieit  that  lacks  Latin^  and  a  rich  man  that 
^  hath 
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hath  not  the  gout ;  for  the  one  fleeps  eafily,  becaufe  he 
cannot  ftudy  ;  and  the  other  lives  merrily,  becaufe  he 
feels  no  pain  :  the  one  lacking  the  burden  of  lean  and 
Wafteful   learning ;    the  other   knowing  no   burden   of 
heavy,  tedious  penury.     Thefe  Time  ambles  w^ithal. 
Orla.  Whom  doth  he  gallop  withal  ? 
Bdf.  With  a  thief  to  the  galloWs :  for  though  he  go  as 
foftly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  himfelf  to  foon  there. 
Orla,  Whom  flays  it  ftill  withal  ? 
Rof.    With  lawyers  in  the  vacation  ;  for  they  fleep  he* 
tween  term  and  term,   and  then  they  perceive  not  how 
Time  moves. 

Orla,   Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth? 
Rof,  With  this  fliepherdefs,   my    fiflef;    here  in  the 
fkirts  of  the  foreft,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 
Orla,  Are  you  a  native  of  this  place? 
Rof,  As  the  cony,  that  you  fee  dwell  where  fhe  Is 
kindled. 

Or/a,  Your  accent  is  fomething  finer  than  yoa  could 
purchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof,  I  have  been  told  foof  many  ;  but,  indeed,  an  old 
religious  uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who  was  id 
his  youth  an  in-land  man,  one  that  knew  courtfliip  too 
well;  for  there  he  fell  in  love.  I  have  heard  him  read 
many  leclures  againfl  it ;  and  I  thank  God  I  am  not  a 
woman,  to  be  touch'd  with  fo  many  giddy  offences  as  he 
hath  generally  tax'd  their  whole  fex  withal. 

Ur/a,  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  evils, 
that  he  laid  to  tlie  charge  of  women  ? 

Rof.  There  were  none  principal,  they  were  all  like 
one  another,  as  halfpence  are;  every  one  fault  feemin* 
monllrous,  till  his  fellow-fault  came  to  match  it, 
Orla.  I  pr'ythee,  recount  fome  of  them* 
Rof,  No  ;  I  will  not  call  away  my  phyfick,  but  on 
thofe  that  are  fick*  There  is  a  man  haunts  the  foreft, 
that  abufes  our  young  plants  with  carving  Rofalind  on 
their  barks;  hangs  odes  upon  hawthorns,  and  elegies  on 
brambles;  all,  forfootb,  deifying  the  name  of  Rofalind, 
If  I  could  meet  that  f  tncy-mongcr,  I  would  give  him 
fome  good  counfcl,  for  he  feems  to  have  the  Qnotidiaa 
©f  love  upon  him* 

F  Orla, 
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Oria,  I  am  he,  that  is  fo  love-iliak'd ;  I  pray  you,  tell 
nic  your  remedy. 

Rof.  There  is  none  of  my  uncle's  marks  upon  you  ;  he 
taught  me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love  ;  in  which  cage  of 
lu flies,  I  am  fure  you  are  not  prifoner. 
Orla.  What  were  his  marks? 

Rof,  A  lean  cheek,  which  you  have  not;  a  hlue  eyof 
and  funken,  which  you  have  not ;  an  unqueftionable  fpi- 
rit,  which  you  have  not ;  a  beard  neglected,  which  you 

have  not ; but  I  pardon  you  for  that,  for  limply 

your  having  in  beard  is  a  younger  brother's  revenue : 
— then  your  hofe  fhould  be  ungartered,  your  bonnet  un- 
handed, your  fleeve  unbutton'd,  your  flioe  untv'd,  and 
every  thing  about  you  demonftrating  a  carelefs  defolation  j 
but  you  are  no  fuch  man,  you  are  rather  point-device  in 
your  accoutrements,  as  loving  yourfelf,  than  Teeming  the 
lover  of  any  other. 

OrlaJ^Y^w  youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  believe  £ 
love. 

Rof.  Me  believe  it  !  you  may  as  foon  make  her,  that 
you  love,  believe  it ;  wjuch  I  warrant  Hie  is  apter  to  do, 
than  to  confefs  file  does  ;  that  is  one  of  the  points,  in  the 
which  women  Hill  give  the  lye  to  their  confciences.  But, 
in  good  footh,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the  veries  on  the 
trees,  v/herein  Rofalind  is  fo  admired? 

Orla.  I  fwcar  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand  of 
Rojalindy  I  am  that  he,  that  unfortunate  he! 

Rof.  But  are  you  fo  much  in  love,  as  your  rhimes 
fpeak  ? 

Orla.  Neither  rhime  nor  reafon  can  exprefs  hovr 
much. 

Rof  Love  is  m.erely  a  raadnefs,  and,  I  tell  you,  defer ves 
as  well  a  dark  houfe  and  a  whip,  as  mad  men  do  :  and 
the  reafon  wliy  they  are  not  fo  punifh'd  and  cured,  is  that 
the  lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  that  the  whippers  are  in  love 
too  :  yet  1  profefa  curing  it  by  counfel. 
Orla.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo  ? 

Rof,  Yes,  one,  and  in  this  manner.  He  was  to  imagine 
me  his  love,  his  miflrefs  :  and  I  fct  him  every  day  to  woo 
me.  At  which  time  would  I,  being  but  a  moonilli  youth, 
grieve^^  be  effeminate,  changeable,  longing,  and  liking; 
proud,  faiitaiticaj,  apifh,  Ihaiiow,  inconlUnt,  full  of  tears, 

full 
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full  of  fmiles :  for  every  pafTion  fomethlng,  and  for  no 
paflion  truly  any  thing,  as  boys  and  women  are  for  the 
rnolt  part  cattle  of  this  colour ;  would  now  like  him,  now 
loth  him  ;  then  entertain  him,  then  forfwear  him  ;  now 
weep  for  him,  then  fpit  at  him;  that  I  drove  my  fuitor 
from  his  mad  humour  of  love  to  a  living  humour  of 
madnefs  ;  which  was  to  forfwear  the  full  ftream  of  the 
world,  and  to  live  in  a  nook  merely  monaftick  ;  and  thus 
I  cur'd  him,  and  this  way  will  I  take  upon  me  to  waiji 
your  liver  as  clean  as  a  found  fheep's  heart,  that  there 
ihall  not  be  one  fpot  of  love  in't. 

Orla.  I  would  not  be  cur'd,  youth. 

Kof.  I  would  cure  you,  if  you  would  but  call  me 
Rofalindy  and  come  every  day  to  my  cot,  and  woo  me. 

Orla.  Now  by  the  faith  of  my  love,  I  will  j  tell  me 
where  it  is. 

Rof*  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I  will  fhew  it  you  ;  and,  by 
the  way,  you  fliall  tell  me  where  in  the  foreft  you  live : 
Will  you  q:or 

Orla.   With  all  my  heart,  good  youth, 

Rof.  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  call  me  Rcfallnd:  come,  fifter, 
will  you  go  }  [Exeunt. 

Entgr  Clown,  and  Audrey.     JaqUes  watching  them. 

Clo>  Come  apace,  good  Audrey^  I  will  fetch  up  your 
goats,  Audrey  \  and  now,  Audrey^  am  I  the  man  yet }  doth 
my  llmple  feature  content  you  P 

Aud,  Your  feature?,  Lord  warrant  us  !   what  features? 

Ch,  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats,  as  the  moffc 
capricious  poet,  honcfl;  Ov'id^  was  among  the  Goths. 

Jaq.  [Af.de.)  O  knowledge  ill-inhabited,  worfe  than 
Jove  thatch'd  houfe  ! 

Clo.  When  a  man's  verfes  cannot  be  underflcod,  nor  ^ 
man's  good  wit  feconded  with  the  forward  child,  Under- 
flanding  ;  it  flrikes  a  man  more  dead  than  a  great  reck- 
oning in  a  little  room  ;  truly,  I  would,  the  Gods  had 
made  thee  poetical. 

Aud.  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is  ;  is  it  honeH  in 
tleed  and  word  ?   is  it  a  true  thing  ? 

Clo,  No,  truly ;  for  the  trued  poetry  is  the  mod 
feigning;  and  lovers  are  given  to  poetry;  and  what  they 
fvvear  in  poetry,  may  be  faid,  as  lovers,  they  do  feign. 

I'  ^  .     And. 
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Aud.  Do  you  wifli  then,  that  the  Gods  h^d  made  me 
poetical  ? 

Clo»  I  do,  truly  ;  for  thou  fwear'fl:  to  me,  thou  art 
honefl  :  now  if  thou  wert  a  poet,  I  might  haye  fp«ie 
hope  thou  did  ft  feign. 

Jud.  Would  you  not  have  me  honeft  ? 

Qo,  No,  truly  ;  unlefs  thou  wert  hard-fa vour'd  ;  for 
honefty  coupled  to  beauty,  is,  to  have  honey  a  fauce  to 
fugnr. 

ji^q.   [Jfide,]  A  material  fool  ! 

Aud.  Well,  lam  not  fair ;  and  therefore  I  pray  th? 
Gods  make  me  honeit ! 

Clc,  Truly,  and  to  caft  away  honefty  upon  a  foul  flut, 
were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclearf  diih. 

Aud.  I  am  not  a  flut,  though  1  thank  the  gods  I  am 
foul. 

Clo,  Well  praifed  be  the  Gods  for  thy  foulnefs  .'  flut- 
t:i/]inefs  m^y  coipe  hrreafter;  hut  be  it  as  it  may  be,  i 
will  mirry  thee  ;  and  to  that  end  I  have  been  with  Sir 
Oliver  Mar-text,  the  vicar  of  the  next  village,  who  hath 
promis'd  to  meet  me  in  this  pjac-p  o'th  foreR,  and  to 
couple  us. 

Jaq.  \^^juh  ]  I  would  fain  fee  this  meeting. 

Aud,  Well,  the  Gods  give  us  joy  ! 

Clo,  x4.men.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearful  heart, 
fragger  in  this  atrempt  \  for  here  we  have  no  temple  but 
the  wood,  no  alfembly  but  hornheails.  Eut  what  tho'  I 
courage.  As  horns  are  odious,  they  are  necefTary.  It  is 
faid,  many  a  man  knows  no  end  of  his  goods  .  right ;  many 
a  man  has  good  horns,  and  knows  no  end  of  them.  Well, 
that  is  the  dowry  of  his  wife,  'tis  none  of  his  own  getting  ; 

horns?  even  To -poor  men  alone? -no,   no  the 

iiohit  ft  deer  hath  theus  as  huge  as. the  rafcal  :  is  the  fingle 
man  therefore  IileiTtrd  ?  no.  As  a  walTd  town  is  more 
worthier  than  a  village,  fo  is  tlie  forehead  of  a  married 
man  more  honourable  th  m  the  bare  brow  of  a  batchelor; 
'$^';\i\  by  how  much  defei^ce  is  better  than  no  fkill,  Iq 
hiuch  is  a  iiorn  (uore  precious  than  to  want. 

Unter  Sir  0\  iver  Mar.-text. 
Here  comes   Sir  OU'ver:  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,   you  are 
well  iuct.      Vv  ill  you  difpatch  us  here  under  tiiis  tree,  or 
IJiall  we  CO  with  ycu  to  your  chapei  ? 

SirOlU 
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Sir  Oil,  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman  ? 

C/o.   r  will  not  take  her  on  the  gift  of  any  man. 

6Vr  Oli.  Truly,  llie  mull:  be  given,  or  the  marriage  is 
not  lawful. 

•Jaq.  iDifcovering  hhrifelf,']  Proceed,  proceed  !  Til  giv© 
her. 

do.  Good  even,  good  mafter  TVhat  yecaWt:  how  do 
you,  Sir  ?  you  are  very  well  met:  God'ild  you  for  your- 
iaft  company  !  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  ;  even  a  toy  in 
hand  here,  Sir  : — nay,   pray  be  covered. 

Jaq.   Will  you  be  married,  Mothyf 

Clo.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow.  Sir,  the  horfe  his  curb, 
and  the  faulcon  his  bells,  fo  man  hath  his  deiires  ;  and  as 
pigeons  bill,  fo  wedlock  would  be  nibling. 

yaq.  And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breeding,  be 
married  under  a  bufh  like  a  beggar  ?  get  you  to  church, 
and  have  a  good  prieft  that  can  tell  you  what  marriage  is; 
this  fellow  will  but  join  you  together  as  they  join  wain- 
fcot ;  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  flirunk  pannel,  and^ 
like  green  timber,  warp,  warp  ! 

Clo.  I  am  not  in  the  mind,  but  I  were  better  to  be  mar- 
ried of  him  than  of  another  ;  for  he  is  not  like  to  marry 
me  well ;  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will  be  a  good 
excufe  for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  wife. 

Jaq.  Go  thou  with  me,   and  let  me  counfcl  thee. 

Clo,  Come,  fweet  Audrey,  we  muft  be  married,  or  we 
mull:  live  in  bawdry:  farewell,  good  Sir  Oliver;  not  O 
Avcet  Oliver,  O  brave  Oliver,  leave  me  not  behind  thee, 
but  wind  away,  begone,  I  fay,  I  will  not  to  wedding  with 
thee. 

Sir  OH.  'Tis  no  matter ;  ne'er  a  fantaftical  knave  of 
them  all  iliall  tiout  me  out  of  my  calling.  [Exeunt, 

SCE  NE  changes  to  a  Cottage  in  the  Forefi, 


E titer  Rosalind  and  C  e  L  i  A . 

Rcf.  Never  talk  to  me,   I  will  weep. 
Gel.   Do,  1  pr'ythee,  but  yet  have  the  grace  to  confi- 
d^&T^  that  tears  do  not  btjcomc  a  man. 
Rof,  P>Lit  have  I  not  caufe  to  weep  ? 
CeL  As  o-ood  caufe  as  one  would  uefire,  therefore  weep. 
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Rcf.  His  very  hair  is  of  the  differabling  colour. 

CeL  Something  browner  than  Judai\  :  marry,  his  kif- 
IcS  are  Judas'^  own  children. 

RqJ,  Ffaith  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

CeL  An  excellent  colour :  your  chefnut  was  ever  the 
only  colour. 

Rof,  And  his  killing  is  as  full  offandily,  as  the  touch 
of  holy  Beard. 

CeL  He  h.ath  bought  a  pair  of  caft  lips  of  Diana,  a  nun 
of  Winter's  fiflerhood  kiffes  not  more  rcligiouily  ;  the 
very  ice  of  chaftity  is  in  them. 

Rof.  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this  morn- 
ing, and  comes  not  t 

CeL  Nay,  ceitainly,  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 

Rof,  Do  you  think  fo  ^ 

CeL  Yes  ;  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-purfe  nor  a  horfe- 
llealer  :  but  for  his  verity  in  love,  I  do  think  him  as  con- 
Cave  as  a  cover'd  goblet,  or  a  worm-eaten  nut. 

Rof.  Not  true  in  love  ? 

CeL  Yes,  when  he  is  in  ;  but,  I  think,  he  is  not  in. 

Rof.  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright,   he  was. 

CeL  Was,  is  not  is  ;  befules,  the  oath  of  a  lover  is  no 
ilronger  tlian  the  word  of  a  tapfter  ;  they  are  both  the  con- 
firmers  of  falfe  reckonings  ;  he  attends  here  in  the  foreft 
©n  the  Duke  your  father. 

Rof  I  met  the  Duke  yeflerday,  and  had  much  quef- 
tion  with  hisn  :  he  afked  me,  of  what  parentage  I  was ;  I 
told  him  of  as  good  as  he  ;  fo  he  jaugh'd,  and  let  me  go. 
But  wiiat  talk  we  of  fathers,  when  there  is  fucli  a  man 
as  Orlando. 

CeL  O,  that's  a  brave  man  !  he  writes  brave  verfes, 
fpeaks  brjvc  words,  fvvears  brave  oatlis,  and  breaks  them 
bravely,  quite  traverfe  athwart  the  heart  of  his  lover;  as 
n  pusiv  titter,  that  fpurs  liis  iiorfe  but  on  one  fide,  breaks 
his  ftaff  like  a  noble  goofe  ;  but  all's  brave  that  youth 
mounts,  and  folly  guides  : — who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  CoRii^r. 

Cor.  Miflrcfs  an^  mnfler,  you  have  oft  enquired 
After  the  lliepherd  that  coinplain'd  of  love; 
Whom  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  tbe  turf, 

Praifing 
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Praifing  the  proud  difdainful  ftiepherdefs 
That  was  his  miftrefs. 

CeL  Well,  and  what  of  him. 

Cor,  If  you  will  fee  a  pageant  truly  play*d. 
Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love, 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcorn  and  proud  difdain; 
Go  hence  a  little,  and  I  fhall  conduct  you. 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

Rcf.  O  come,  let  us  remove ; 
The  fight  of  lovers  feedetii  thofe  in  love  : 
Bring  us  buv  to  this  fight,  and  you  fhall  fay 
I'll  prove  a  bufy  adlor  in  their  play.  [Exeunt* 

S  CE  NE  changes  to  another  part  o/th  Forefl* 

Enter  SiLvius  ^W  Phebe. 

5/7.  Sweet  Phebe,  do  not  fcorn  me ;  do  not,  Phebe  : 
5ay,  that  you  love  me  not ;  hut  fay  not  fo 
In  bitternefs  :  the  common  executioner, 
Whofe  heart  the  accuflom'd  fight  of  death  makes  hard. 
Falls  not  the  axe  upon  the  humbled  neck. 
But  firfl  begs  pardon  :  will  you  flerner  be 
Thaa  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  drops  ? 

£«/^r  Rosalind,  Celia,  and  Corin. 

Phe,   I  would  not  be  thy  executioner: 
I  fly  thee  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  tell'ft  me,  there  is  murder  in  mine  eye  : 
'Tis  pretty,  fure,  and  very  probable, 
That  eyes, — that  are  the  fraiPil  and  foftefl  things-, 
Who  fhut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies, — 
Should  be  call'd  tyrants,  butchers,  murderers  ! 
Now  do  I  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart; 
And,  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  tliCC! 
Now  counterfeit  to  fwoon  ;  why  now  fall  down: 
Or,  if  thou  can'ft  not,  oh,  for  ihame,  for  fhame, 
Lie  not,  to  fay  mine  eyes  are  murderers  ! 
Now  Ihew  the  wound  mine  eyes  have  made  in  thee  : 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  tliere  remains 

Some 


ij^%  AS  you  LIKE  I r,  " 

Some  fear  of  it ;  lean  but  upon  a  rufh, 

The  cicatrice  and  capable  impreffure 

Thy  pahn  fome  moment  keeps ;  but  now  mine  eycSj 

Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not; 

ISJor,  I  am  fure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 

That  can  do  hurt, 
Sil.   O  dear  Phebe 

If  ever  (  as  that  ever  may  be  near  ) 

You  meet  in  fome  freih.  cheek  the  power  of  fancy. 

Then  fhall  you  know  the  wounds  invifible 

That  love's  keen  arrows  make. 
Phe.  But,  till  that  time, 

Come  not  thou  near  me  :  and  when  that  time  comes, 

Afflidt  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  not ;  ^ 

As,  till  that  time,  I  fhall  not  pity  thee. 

Rof,  And  why,  I  pray  you  ?  —  Who  might  be  yout 
mother, 

That  you  infult,  exult,  and  all  at  once, 

Over  the  wretched?     What  though  you  have  beauty 

(As,  by  faith,   I  fee  no  more  in  you 

Than  without  candle  mav  p;o  dark  to  bed  ) 

Muft  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitylefs? 

Why,  what  means  this?     Why  do  you  look  on  me? 

I  fee  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  ordinary 

Of  nature's  fale-work  : — Go's,   my  little  life  ! 

I  think  file  means  to  entangle  mine  eyes  too: » 

No,  faitl),   proud  miftrefs,  hope  not  after  it ; 

'Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black  filk  hair, 

Your  bugle  eye-balls,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream. 

That  can  entame  my  fpirits  to  your  worihip. 

You,  fooliHi  fliepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follo\x  ^^^ 

Like  foggy  South,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 

You  are  a  tlioufimd  times  a  properer  man 

Than  ilie  a  woman.     'Tis  fiich  fools  as  you, 

1'hat  make  the  world  full  of  ill-favour'd  children  ; 

'Tis  not  her  glafs,  but  you,  that  fiatlers  her; 

And  out  of  you  flie  fees  herfelf  more  proper 

Than  any  of  her  lineaments  can  iliow  her. 

But,  miflrefs,  know  vourfelf;  down  on  your  knees, 

And  thank  heav'n,  faftlng,  ior  a  good  man's  love  : 

Fori  muft  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear, 

JSeil  Vv'hen  you  can,  you  are  not  for  all  irarkets. 
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Cry  the  man  mercy  ;  love  hiin;  take  his  ofFer; 
Foul  Is  moft  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  fcoffer, 
So,  take  her  to  thee,  fhepherd ; — fare  you  well ! 

Pbe.  Sweet  youth,  I  pray  yott  chide  a  year  together  ; 
I  had  rather  hear  you  chide,  than  this  man  woo. 

Rof,\_Jftde.'\  He's  fallen  in  love  with  her  foulnefs,  and 
flie'll  fall  in  lo-'/e  with  my  anger;  —  if  it  be  fo,  as  faft  as 
fheanfvvers  thee  with  frowning  looks,  I'll  fauce  her  with 
bitter  words; — Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 

Phe,  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  you. 

Rof,  I  pray  you  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me^ 
For  1  am  falfer  than  vows  made  in  wine  : 
Befides,  I  like  you  not :  If  you  will  know  my  houfe, 
'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  olives,  here  hard  by  :— 
Will  you  go,  fifler? — Shepherd,  ply  her  hard: 
Come,  Sifter : — Shepherdefs,  look  on  him  better. 
And  be  not  proud :  thougli  all  the  world  could  fee. 
None  could  be  fo  abus'd  in  fight  as  he. 
Come,  to  our  flock,     [Exeunt  ^o%.  Qei.,  and  CoVi\'ii![ a 

Phe,  Dead  fliepherd,  now  I  find  thy  faw  of  might ; 
Who  ever  lov'd,  that  iov'd  not  at  firft  fight } 

Si  I.   Sweet  Pbebe  ! 

Phe.  Hah!   what  fay 'ft  thou,  Silvius^ 

Sil.  Sweet  Phebe^  pity  me. 

Phe.  Why,  I  am  lorry  for  thee,  gentle  Si'hlusv 

Sil.   Wherever  forrow  is,  relief  would  be  : 
if  yoa  do  forro'.v  at  my  grief  in  love, 
By  giving  love,'  your  forrow  and   my  grief  in  love. 
Were  both  extenninM. 

Phe,  Thou  haft  my  love;  is  not  that  neighbourly  ? 

Sil.  I  woald  have  you. 

Phg.   Why,  that  were  covetoufnefs. 
^ilvius,  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee; 
And  yet  it  is  not,  that  I  bear  thee  love  ; 
But  ftnce  that  thou*  canft  talk  of  love  fo  well. 
Thy  company,  wliich  erft  was  irkfome  to  me^ 
1  will  endure  ;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too:  '^ 

But  I  do  not  look  for  further  recompencc. 
Than  thine  own  glndnefs  that  thou  art  employ^d^ 

Sil.   So  holy  and  fo  perfect  is  my  love, 
And  I  in  fach  a  poVeny  of  grace, 
That  1  (hail  think  it  a-  nioft  plenteous  Crop 
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To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 

That  the  main  harveft  reaps  :  loofe  now  and  ihen 

A  fcUter'd  fmile,  and  that  I'll  live  upon. 

Phe,  Know'ft  thou  the   youth,  that  fpoke  to  me  ere 

while  ? 
SIL  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft ; 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage  and  the  bounds, 
That  the  old  Carlot  once  v/as  mailer  of. 

Phe,  Think  not,  I  love  him,  though  I  afk  for  him; 
'Tis  but  a  peevifh  boy,  yet  he  talks  well ; 
But  what  care  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  well, 
When  he  that  fpeaks  them,  pleafes  thofe  that  hear  : 
It  is  a  pretty  youth  ;  not  very  pretty  ; 
But,  fure,  he's  proud  ;  and  yet  his  pride  becomes  him ; 
He'll  make  a  proper  man ;  the  heft  thing  in  him 
Is  his  complexion  ;  and  fafter  than  his  tongue 
Did  make  oftence,  his  eye. did  heal  it  up: 
He  is  not  very  tall,  yet  for  his  years  he's  tall  \ 
His  leg  is  but  fo  fo,  'and  yet  'tis  well  -, 
There  was  a  pretty  rednefs  in  his  lip, 
A  little  riper,  and  more  lufty  red 

Than  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek;  'twas  juft  the  difference 
Betwixt  the  conftant  red  and  mingled  damafk. 
There  be  fome  women,  Silv'ms,  had  tliey  marked  him 
In  parcels  as  T  did,  would  have  gone  near 
To  fall  in  love  with  him  :  but,  for  my  part, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not ;  and  yet 
I  have  more  caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him  : 
For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 
He  faid,  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black, 
And,  now  I  am  remembered,  fcorn'd  at  me  : 
I  marvel,  why  I  anfvvered  not  again; 
But  that's  all  one  ;  omittance  is  no  quittance. 
I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter, 
And  thou  flialt  bear  it;  Wilt  thou,  Silvlm? 
Sil.  Phebe,  with  all  my  heart. 
Phe.  I'll  write  it  flraight; 
The  matter's  in  my  my  head,  and  in  my  heart ; 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  paiTjng  fliort: 
Go  with  me,  Silvius.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  L     The  FOREST. 


E7;r^r  Rosalind,  Celia,  and  ] aqves, 

Jaques. 

T  Pr  ythee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  bg  better  acquainted 
"*  with  Ciiee. 

Rof.  They  fay,  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 

7.7^.  I  am  (o  ;  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 

Rof,  Thofe  that  are  in  extremity  of  either,  are  abomi- 
nable fellows;  and  betray  themfelves  to  every  modern 
cenfure  woife  than  drunkards. 

y^q.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  fay  nothing. 

Rof.  Why  then,  'tis  good  to  be  a  port. 

Jcjq.  I  have  neither  the  fcholar's  melanclioly,  which  Is 
emulation;  nor  the  mufician's,  which  is  fantallical  ;  nor 
the  courtier's,  which  is  proud  ;  nor  the  foldier's,  which 
is  ambitious ;  nor  the  lawyer's,  which  is  poh'tic  ;  nor  the 
lady's,  which  is  nice  ;  nor  the  lover's, which  is  all  thefe  : 
but  it  is  a  melancholy  cf  mine  own,  com.pounded  of  ma- 
ny fin.-inles,  exrra6ted  from  many  obje6ls,  and,  indeed, 
the  fundry  contemplation  of  my  travels,  in  which  my  often 
rumination  wraps  me  in  a  mofc  humorous  fadnefs. 

I?cf  A  traveller !  By  my  faith,  you  have  great  reafon 
to  be  fad  :  I  fear,  you  have  fold  your  own  lands,  to  fee 
other  men's  :  then,  to  liave  feen  much,  and  to  liave  no- 
thing, is  to  have  rich  eye^  and  poor  hands. 

Ja(j.  Yes.  I  have  gain'd  my  experience. 

Enter  Orlando, 

Rof  And  your  experience  makes  you  fad  ;    I  had  ra 
ther  have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  experience  to 
make  me  fad  ;  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

Oria.  Good  day,  and  happinefs,  dear  Rofalind  ! 

Jaq,  Nay,  then,  God  be  wi'  you,  an  you  talk  in  blank 
yerle.  [Exit. 

G2  Rof. 
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Rof.  Farewel,  Monfieur  traveller:  Look,  you  llip, 
and  wear  ftrange  fuits ;  difable  all  the  benefits  of  youc 
own  country  ;  be  out  of  love  with  your  nativity,  and  al- 
fnoft  chide  God  for  making  you  tliat  countenance  you 
are;  or  I  will  fcarce  think  you  have  fwam  in  a  gondola. 
• — Why,  how  now,  Orlando!  where  have  you  been  all 
this  while?  You  a  lover  ? — An  you  ferve  me  fuch  ano- 
ther trick,  neyer  come  in  my  fight  more. 

Orla,  My  fair  Rofalindy  I  come  within  an  hour  of  my 
promife. 

Rof.  Break  an  hour's  promife  in  love  ?     He  that  will 

cliyide  a  minute  into  a  thoufand  parts,   and  break  but  a 

♦part  of  the  thoufandth  part  of  a  minute  in  the  affairs  of 

love,  it  may  be  faid  of  him,  that  Cupid  hath   clapt  him 

o'the  flioulder,  but  I  warrant  him  heart-vyhole, 

Orla,  Pardon  me,  dear  Rofalind. 

Rof,  Nay,  an  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
fight;   I  had  as  lief  be  woo'd  of  a  fnail. 
Orla.  Of  a  fnail? 

Rof,  Ay,  of  a  fnail;  for  though  he  comes  flowly,  he 
carries  his  houfe  on  his  head  ;  a  better  jointure,  I  think, 
than  you  can  make  a  vyoman  :  befides  he  brings  his  defli- 
ny  with  him. 

Orla.  What's  that? 

Rof  Why,  horns;  which  fuch  as  you  are  fain  to  be 
beholden  to  your  wives  for:  but  he  comes  armed  in  his 
fortune,   and  prevents  the  flander  of  his  wife. 

Orla.  Virtue  is  no  horn-maker ;  and  my  Rofalind^  Is 
virtuous. 

Rof  And  1  am  your  Rofalind? 

Cel  It  pleafes  him  to  call  you  fo  ;  but  he  hath  a  Rofa," 
Trndoi  ?i  better  leer  than  you. 

Rof  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me  :  for  now  I  am  in  a 
holiday  humour,  and  like  enough  toconfent: — What 
would  you  fay  tome  now,  an  1  were  your  very  very 
Rofalind? 

Orla,  I  would  kifs,  before  I  fpoke. 
Rof  Nay  you  were  better  ipeak  iiifv;  and  when  you 
"were  gravellVl  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might  take  occafi- 
on  to  kifs.  Very  good  orators,  when  they  are  out,  they 
will  fpit ;  and  for  lovers  lacking  (God  waxn  us  !)  mat- 
ter, the  cleanliefl  fhift  is  to  kifs, 
Orla,  How  if  the  kifs  be  denied  I 

4  -Ro/, 
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Rof.  Then  fhe  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there  begin? 
new  matter. 

Orla.   Who  could  be  out  before  his  beloved  miftrefs? 
Rof,  Marry,  that  fliould  you,  if  I  were  your  miftrefs  j 
or  I  ihould  think  my  honelly  ranker  than  my  wit. 
Orla.  What,  of  my  fuit  ? 

Rcf.  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of  your  fqit. 
Am  not  I  your  Rofalind? 

Orla.  I  take  fome  joy  to  fay  you  are,  becaufe  I  would 
be  talking;  of  her. 

Rof  Well  in  her  perfon,  I  fay — I  will  not  have  you.  J 

Orla.  Then,  in  mine  own  perfon  I  die. 

Rof.  No  faith,  die  by  attorney.  The  poor  world  is  aU 
moftfix  thoufand  years  old,  and  in  all  this  time  there  was 
not  any  man  died  in  his  own  perfon,  videlicet^  in  a  love 
caufc.  Troilus  had  his  brains  dafli'd  out  with  a  Grecian 
club  ;  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before  ;  and  he  is 
one  of  the  patterns  of  love,  Leander,  he  would  have  liv'd 
may  a  fair  year,  thougli  Hero  had  turn'd  nun,  if  it  had 
not  been  for  a  hot  miclfummer  night:  for  good  youth,  he 
went  but  forth  to  wafli  him  in  the  Hellefpont,  and  being 
taken  with  the  cramp,  was  drown'd;  and  the  foolifli 
chroniclers  of  that  age  found  it  was, — Hero  of  Seftos.  Eut 
thefe  are  all  lies ;  men  have  died  from  time  to  time,  and 
*  Worms  have  eaten  them,  but  not  for  love. 

Orla.  I  would  not  have  my  right  i^5/'2?//Wof  this  mind; 
for  I  proteft,  her  frown  might  kill  me. 

Kof,  By  this  hand,  it  will  not  kill  a  fly:  But  come, 
now  I  v/ill  be  your  Rofalind  in  a  more  coming-on  difpo» 
jition  ;  and  afk  me  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  it. 

Orla,  Then  Jove  me,  Rofalind, 

Rof.  Yes,  faith  will  I,  Fridays,  and  Saturdays,  and  all, 

Orla.  And  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  and  twenty  fuch. 

Orla,  What  fay 'il  thou?" 

Rof  Are  you  not  good  ? 

Orla.   I  liope  fo. 

P.of  Why  then,  can  one  dellre  too  much  of  a  good 
thmg  ?-.Come,  filler,  you  /liall  be  the  prieft,  and  marry 
us.— Give  me  your  hand,  Or/aW^;^ What  do  you  fay, 
fifler  ?  J  J9 

Orla,  Pray  thee,  marry  us, 

CeL 
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Cel  I  cannot  fay  the  word?. 

M.of. ,  Y ou  m uft  begin  — ■ —  Will  you  Orlando  ■ 

Cel.  Go  to: — Will  you,  Orlando,  have  to  wife  this 
Rofalhd? 

Or  la,  I  will. 

Rt^f,   Ay,  hut  when  ? 

Orla.   Why  now  ;  as  fafl:  as  fhe  can  marry  us. 

i^^    Then  you  mufl  hj,-^Itahe  thee^  Rofalind  for  wife, 

Orla*  I  take  thee,  Rofalind^  for  wife. 

Rof.  1  might  aflc  you  for  your  commiffion  ;  hut,  I  do 
t'ite  l\\?t,  Orlando,  for  my  hufband  :  There's  a  girl  goes 
Before  the  pried  ;  and,  certainly,  a  woman's  thought  runs 
Isefore  her  aflions. 

Orlfii   So  do  all  thoughts  ;  they  are  wnng'd, 

F^cf,  Now  tell  me,  how  long  would  you  have  her,  after 
jbu  liave  polleffed  her. 
'    Cria,  ¥ov  ever  and  a  day. 

liof.S^Y  a  day  without  the  ever;  No,  no,  Orla7tdo: 
men  are  April  when  they  woo,  December  when  they  wed: 
maids  are  May  when  they  are  maids,  but  the  Iky  changes 
v/hen  they  are  wives.  I  will  be  more  jealous  of  thee  than 
a  Barbary  cock-pigeon  over  his  hen;  more  clamorous 
than  a  parrot  againli  rain  :  more  new  fangled  than  an  ape  ; 
rriore  giddy  in  my  defiresthan  a  monkey  ;  I  will  weep  for 
nothing,  like  Diana  in  t!.e  fountain,  and  I  will  do  that 
■when  you  are  difpos'd  to  be  merry  :  1  v/ill  laugh  like  a 
hysna.,  and  that  Vvhen  you  are  inclia'd  to  fleep. 

Grid.  Bat  will  my  Rcfalind  ^o  fo  ? 

Rof.   By  my  life,  fhe  will  do  as  I  do. 

Oria,  O,  but  flie  is  wife. 

Rof.  Or  elfe  fhe  cculd  not  have  tlie  wit  to  do  this  :  the 
"wifer,  the  way  warder;  make  the  doors  upon  a  woman's 
wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  cafement ;  fliut  that,  and  'twill 
out  at  the  key-hole  ;  flop  that,  it  will  fly  with  the  fmoak 
cut  at  the  chimney. 

Qrla,  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  fuch  a  wit,  he 
might  fay, — Wit,  whither  wilt  P 

Rof.  Nay,  vou  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  'till  you 
met  your  wife's  wit  going  to  your  neighbour's  bed. 

Orla.    And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  excufe  that  ? 

Rof  Marry,  to  fay,  fliecame  to  feek  you  there.  You 
{l^all  not  take  her  without  her  anfwer,  unleis  you  take  her 

without 
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without  her  tongue.  O  that  woman  that  cannot  make  her 
fault  her  hufhaiitl's  occafion,  let  her  never  nurle  her  child 
herfelf,  for  Ihe  will  breed  it  like  a  fool  ! 

Or-li,  For  thefe  two  hours,  RofaliJid,  I  will  leave  thee. 

Rof,  Alas,  dear  love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hours. 

Orla.  I  mull  attend  the  duke  at  dinner;  by  two 
o'clock  I  will  he  with  thee  again. 

Rof.  Av,  go  your  wavs,  go  your  ways; — I  knew  what 
vou  would  prove  ;  my  friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I 
thought  no  lefs:-^-that  flattering  tongue  of  your's  won 
me: — 'tis  but  one  cafl:  away,  and  fo^— come,  Death. — 
Two  o'the  clock  is  your  hour  ? 

Orla.   Ay,  fvveet  'RcfaUnrL 

Rof,  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earnefl,  and  fo  Qo^ 
mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are  not  dangerous, 
if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  promife,  or  come  one  minute 
behind  your  hour,  I  will  think  you  the  moft  pathetical 
break-promife,  and  the  mod:  hollow  lover,  and  the  mofl 
tmwortljy  of  her  you  call  Rofallnd^  that  may  be  chofeti 
out  of  the  grofs  hand  of  the  unfaithful :  therefore  beware 
my  cenfure,  and  keep  your  promife. 

Orla,  With  no  iefs  religion,  than  if  thou  wert  indeti 
my  Rsfalind:  So,  adieu. 

Rof.  Well,  time  is  the  old  juftice  that  examines  all  fucli 
offenders,  and  let  time  try  :  Acieu.        \^Exit  Orlando. 

Cel,  You  have  fimply  mifus'd  our  fex  in  your  lcv«- 
prate,  we  mull:  have  your  doublet  ami  hofe  pluckM  over 
your  head,  and  fnew  the  world  what  the  bird  hath  done 
to  her  own  nelK 

Rof  O  coz,  coz,  coz,  my  pretty  little  coz,  that  thou 
didft  know  how  many  fatiiom  deep  I  am  in  love  !  But  it 
cannot  be  founded  ;  my  afPe^ion  hath  an  unknown  bottom, 
like  the  hay  of  Portugal. 

Cel.  Or  rather,  bottomlefs  ;  that  as  faft  as  you  pour 
affection  in,,  it  runs  out. 

Rof  No,  that  fame  wicked  baflard  of  Venus,  that  was 
beo-ot  of  thought,  conceiv'd  of  fpleen,  and  born  of  madnefs; 
that  blind  rafcally  boy,  that  abtfes  every  one's  eyes,  be- 
caufe  his  own  are  out,  let  him  be  judge  how  deep  1  am  in 
l^ve: — I'll  tell  thee,  yf//V,w,  I  canno-  be  out  of  Tight  of 
Orlando  :  I'll  go  hnd  a  fnadow,  and  n^h  till  he  come. 
6W.  And ni  ileep,  [Exeum^ 

Bntif 
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Enter  J Aqves,  Lords,  and  Fsrefleril 

Jaq,  Which  is  he  that  kill'd  the  deer? 

Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

Jaq.  Let's  prefent  him  to  the  dulce,  like  a  Roman 
Conqueror;  and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  deer's  horns 
upon  his  head,  for  a  branch  of  vi^lory ;  liave  you  nd 
fong,  Forefler,  for  this  purpofe  ? 

For.   Yes,  Sir.  - 

Jaq.  Sing  it;  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  time,  fo  it' 
Inake  noife  enough, 

Muftc.    SONG. 
tVhatJhall  he  have  that  kill  'd  the  dear  ? 
Fis  leather /kin  and  horns  to  wear ; 
Then/mg  him  heme: — take  thou  no /corn 
To  wear  the  horn,  the  Iii/iy  horn  : 
It  was  a  crejl  ere  thou  w'ttji  born. 
Thy  father's  father  worB  //,■ 
And  thy  father  lore  it, 
The  horn,  the  horn,  the  liiftj  horn^ 
h  not  a  thing  to  laugh  tofconu  [Exeunii 

Enter  Rosalind  and  Celi  a. 

Rof  How  fay  yon  now,  is  it  not  paft  two  o'clock  I  I 
wonder  much  Orlando  is  not  here. 

Cel,  I  warrant  you^  with  pure  love  and  troubled  brain^- 
he  hath  ta'en  his' bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone  forth  to' 
fleep  :  look,  who  comes  here. 

jFwf^rSiLVius. 

5^;/.  My  errand  is  to  you,  fair  youth, 
I^ly  gentle  Phehe  bid  me  give  you  this  '.[Giving  a  Letter  j 
1  know  not  the  contents ;  but  as  I  gueis, 
By  the  rtern  brow  and  wafpilli  adion 
Which  flie  did  ufe  as  flie  was  writing  of  it. 
It  bears  an  angry  tenour ;  pardon  me, 
1  am  but  a  guiltlefs  meffenger. 

Rof.  [Reading]  Patience  hcifelf  fhould  ftartle  at  thiy 
letter. 
And  play  the  fwag^erer ;  bear  this,,  bear  all. 
^he  fay  si  1  am  not  fair  ;  that  I  lack  manners^ 

She 
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She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  ilic  could  not  love  me 
Were  man  as  rare  as  Phoenix  ;  odd's  my  will ! 
Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt. 
Why  writes  flie  fo  to  me  ?  well,  fhepherd,  well. 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device.  - 

Si/.  No,  I  protell:,  I  know^  not  the  contents ; 
Phebe  did  write  it. 

Rof.   Come,  come,  you're  a  fool, 
Aitd  turn'd  into  th'  extremity  of  love.  * 

I  faw  her  hand,  ihe  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  free-done  coloured  hand  ;  I  verily  did  think, 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  hut  'twas  her  hands  ^ 
She  has  a  hufwife's  hand,  but  that's  no  matter ; 
I  fjy,  file  never  did  invent  this  letter ; 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand, 
4^/7.  Sure,  it  is-her's. 

Rof.  Why,  'tis  a  boiflerous  and  cruel  ftile, 
A  ftile  for  challengers  ;  why,  flie  defies  me, 
Like  Turk  to  Chriftian  ;   woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  fuch  giant  rude  invention  ; 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  effedl 
Than  in  their  countenance ;  will  you  hear  the  letter? 

SiL  So  pleafe  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet  ; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe's  cruelty. 

Rof,  She  Phebis  mQ  :  mark,  how  the  tyrant  writes. 
[Reads.]  A^t  thou  God  to  Jhepherd  turnd. 

That  (I  maiden  5  heart  hath  burned? 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 
Sil.   Call  you  this  railing? 
Rof.  [Reads,]  Why  thy  Godhead  laid  apart, 
JVarrJi  thou  zulth  a  woman'' s  heart  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing  ? 

IVhiles  the  eye  ofinan  did  woo  me. 
That  could  do  no  vengeance  to  jne. 
Meaning  me,  a  heail:  I 

If  ihe  fcorn  of  your  bright  eyne 
Have  power  to  raife  fuch  love  in  fnine. 
Alack,  in  me  what jl range  effeut 
Would  they  luork  in  mild  afpeSl  ? 
Whiles  you  chide  me,  I  did  love ; 
Hozv  then  ?night yourf prayers  move?' 
He  that  brings  this  hve  to  thee^ 
Littk  knoivs  this  kvs  in  me  ; 

And 
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And  by  him  feal  up  thy  mind,  ! 

Whether  that  thy  youth  and  kind 

Will  the  faithful  offer  take 

Ofme^  and  all  that  I  can -make  I 

Or  elfe  by  him  my  love  deny. 

And  then  Pllfiudy  how  to  die» 

Slh  Call  you  this  chiding  ? 

Cel,  Alas,  poor  fliephcrd  ! 

Rof,  Do  you  pity  him  ?  no,  he  defer  ves  no  pity;  wilt  thou 
love  fuch  a  woman  ?  what,  to  make  thee  an  inftrument, 
and  play  falfe  ftrains  upon  thee  ?  not  to  he  endured  !  Well, 
go  your  way  to  her,  (for  1  fee  love  hath  made  thee  a  tame 
fnake,)  and  fay  this  to  her  -,  "  that  if  ftie  love  me,  \  charge 
"  her  to  love  thee  :  if  fhe  will  not,  I  will  never  have  her, 
'*  unlefs  thou  intreat  for  her."  If  you  be  a  true  lover, 
hence,  and  not  a  word  ;  for, here  comes  more  company. 

[^pxit  Silvius. 
Enter  Oliver. 

OH.  Good-morrow,  fair  ones  :  pray  you,  if  you  know, 
"Vyhere,  in  the  purlieus  of  this  forefl:,  ffands 
A  flieep-cote  fenc'd  ahout  with  olive  trees  ? 

Cel.   Weft  of  this  place,  down  in  the  neiglihour  bottom. 
The  rank  of  ofiers,  by  the  murmuring  ftream, 
Left  on  your  right  hand,  brings  you  to  the  place  ^ 
But  at  this  hour  the  houfe  dcth  keep  itfelf 
There's  none  within. 

OH.  If  that  an  eve  mny  profit  by  a  tongue. 
Then  fhculd  I  know  you  by  defcription, 
Such  garments,  and  fuch  years  :  ''  the  boy  is  fair 
^*  Of  female  favour,  and  beflows  himfelf 
**  Like  a  ripe  fifler  :   but  the  woman  low, 
*^  And  browner  than  hpr  brother."  Are  not  yoi; 
The  owner  of  the  houfe  I  did  enquire  for? 

Cel.  It  is  nojboaft,  being  alk'd,  to  fay  we  are. 

Oli,  Orlando  doth  comipend  him  to  you  both, 
And  to  that  youth,  lie  calls  his  Rofalind, 
He  fends  this  bloody  napkin.  Are  you  he? 

Rof,  I  am;  what  mult  we  underlland  by  this? 

O/?.   Some  of  my  fhame,  if  you  will  know  of  me 
"\Vhat  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkerchief  was  flainM. 

Ceh  I  pray  you  tell  it. 

OH,  When  lafi  the  young  Orlando,  parted  froip  you, 
\\c  left  a  promifc  to  rciurn  again  WithiO- 
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■WiHiin  an  hour;  and,  pacing  through  the  forefl, 

Chewing  the  food  of  fweet  and  bitter  fancy, 

Lo,  what  befel  ?  he  threw  his  eye  afide, 

And,  mark,  what  obje6t  did  prefent  itfelf ! 

Under  an  oak,  whofe  bows  were  mofs'd  with  age. 

And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity, 

A  wretched  ragged  man,  o'er-grown  with  hair. 

Lay  fleeping  on  his  back  1  about  his  neck 

A  green  and  gilded  fnake  had  wreathM  itfelf, 

Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approach'd 

The  opening  of  his  mouth  ;  but  fuddenly 

Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlink'd  itfelf, 

And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 

Into  a  bufli,  under  which  bufh's  ftiade 

A  lionefs,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry. 

Lay  couching,  head  on  ground  with  cat-hke  watcb^ 

When  that  the  fleeping  mart  Ihould  ftir ;  for  'tis 

The  royal  difpofition  of  that  beaftj 

To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  feeni  as  dead: 

This  fe'en,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man. 

And  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  eldeft  brother. 

Cel  O,  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  of  that  fame  brother  ; 
And  he  did  render  him  thfe  moft  unnatural 
That  liv'd  'mongft  men. 

OIL  And  well  he  might  to  ^6. 
For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

Rof.  But  to  Or/^Wd:— did  he  leave  him  there. 
Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  lionefs  ? 

Oil.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back  and  purpos'd  fo; 
But,  kindnefs,  nobler  ever  than  revenge, 
And  nature  itronger  than  his  juft  occafion, 
Made  him  give  battle  to  the  lionefs, 
Who  quickly  fell  before  himt  in  which  hurtling 
From  miferable  flumber  I  aWak'd, 

Cel    Are  you  his  brother? 

Rof.  Was  it  you  he  refcu'd  ? 

CeL  Was  it  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him? 

Oil  'Twas  I ;  but  'tis  not  I  ;  I  do  not  fhame 
']  o  tell  YOU  what  I  was,  fince  my  converfion 
So  fweet lytaftes,  being  the  thing  1  am. 

Rof,  But,  for  the  bloody  napkin  ? 

O//.  By  and  bv. 
Wh-n  from  the  firR  toiafl:,  betwixt  us  two, 

H  z  Tears 
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Tears  our  recountmcnts  liad  moft  kindly  hatliM. 

As  how  I  came  into  th.it  defert  place ; 

In  hrief,  lie  led  me  to  the  gentle  duke, 

Who  gave  me  frefti  array,  and  entertainment, 

Committing  me  unto  my  brother's  love ; 

Who  led  me  inftantly  unto  his  cave. 

There  ftiipp'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  arm 

The  lionefs  had  torn  feme  ilefli  away, 

Which  all  this  while  had  bled  ?  and  now  he  fainted,- 

And  cry'd  in  fainting  upon  Rofalind. 

Brief,  I  recovered  him,  bound  up  his  wound  ; 

And,  after  fome  fmali  fpace,  being  ftrong  at  heart. 

He  fent  me  liither,  ftranger  as  I  am, 

To  tell  this  ftory,  tliat  you  might  excufe 

His  broken  promife,  and  to  give  this  napkin, 

Dy'd  in  his  blood,  unto  the  fhepherd  youth 

That  he  in  fport  doth  call  his  Rofalind. 

CeL   Why  how  now  Ganymed?  fweet  Ganymed  f 

[Rosalind  faints , 

OH,  Many  will  fwoon  when  they  do  look  on  blood. 

CeL  There  is  more  in  it : — Coufin — Ganymed! 

Oil,  Look,  he  recovers^ 

Rof  1  would,  I  were  at  home. 

CeL   We'if  lead  you  thither: — 
I  pray  you,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm  ? 

OH.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth: — You  a  man — you 
lack  a  man's  heart. 

Rof  I  do  ^o,  I  conftfs  it.  Ah,  fir,  a  body  would  think 
this  was  well  counterfeited  ;  I  pray  you,  tell  your  bro- 
ther how  well  I  counterfeited  : — heigh  ho  I — 

OH.  This  was  not  counterfeit;  there  is  too  great  teffi- 
mony  in  your  complexion,  tliat  it  was  a  pafTion  ofearneii:. 

F,of„  Counterfeit,  I  afTure  you. 

OH.  Well  then,  take  a  good  hearty  and  counterfeit  to 
be  a  man. 

Rof  So  I  do  :  but  i'faith,  I  fliouldhave  been  a  woman 
by  right. 

CcL  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler;  pray  you,  draw 
homewards:  —  Good  fir,  go  \vith  us. 

OH,  That  will  T,  for  I  niuil  bear  anfwer  back 
How  you  excufe  my  brother,  Rofalind. 

Rof  I  ihall  devife  fomething:  But  I  pray  you,  com- 
mend rfiy  counierfeitiiig  to  him. — Will  you  go  ? 

[  Exeunt* 
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ACT      K 

SCENE  THE  FOREST. 


Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Clown. 

TX7E  /liall  find  a  time,  Audrey,  patience,  g^^X\t  Audrey^ 

^^       Aud,  Faith,  the  priefl  was  good  enough,  for  ill 

the  old  gentleman's  faying. 

Clo,  A  molt  wicked  Sir  Oliver^  Audrey ;  a  mofl:  vile 
Martext !  but  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth  here  in  the  foreft 
lays  claim  to  you. 

Aud.  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis,  he  hath  no  intereft  in  mc 
in  the  world  \  here  comes  the  man  you  mean. 
Enter  William. 

Clo.  It  is  meat  anddrink  to  me  to  fee  a  clown  ;  by  my 
troth,  we,  that  have  good  wits,  liave  much  to  anfwer 
for;  we  ihall  be  flouting;  we  Cannot  hold. 

IVil.  Good  e'en  Audrey. 

Aud.   God  ye  good  ev'n,  TVilliam, 

Will.  And  good  ev'n  to  you,  Sir. 

Clo,  Good  ev'n,  gentle  friend.  Cover  thy  head,  cover 
thy  head;  nay,  pr'ytheehecover'd.  How  old  arc  thou  friend? 

WUL  Five  and  twenty,   Sir. 

Clo.  A  ripe  age  :  is  thv  name  William  P 

mil.  William,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  fair  name.     Wafl;  born  i'th'  forefl  here  ? 

Jnil.  Ay,  Sir,  I  thank  God. 

Clo.   Thank  God  :  a  good  anfwer  ; — art  rich  ? 

TFill    Faith,  Sir,  fo,  fo. 

Clo.  So,  fo,  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent  good; 
imd  yet  it  is  not  ;  it  is  but  fo,  fo.     Art  thou  wife. 

TFill.  Ay,  Sir,  I  hnve  a  pretty  wit. 

Clo,  Why,  thou  fay'll  well:  I  do  now  remember  a 
faying  ;  the  fool  doth  think  he  is  wife.,  hut  the  wife  man 
knoweth  hiinfelf  to  he  a  fooL  The  heathen  philolophcr, 
When  he  had  a  defire  to  eat  a  grape,  would  open  his  lips 
when  he  put  it  into  his  mouth  ;  meaning  thereby,  that 
grapes  were  made  to  eat,  and  lips  to  open.  You  4o  love 
this  maid  ? 

Will.  Idd,  Sir. 

Clo.   Gfive  me  your  hand  :  art  thou  leatned? 

Will.  No,  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  learn  this  of  me ;  to  have,  is  to  have.  For 
it  is  a  figure  in  rhetoric  that  drink  being  poured  out  of  a 

cup 
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cup  into  a  glafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty  the  othen 
For  all  your  writers  do  confent,  that  ipfe  is  he  :  now  you 
are  not  ipfe  :  for  I  am  he. 

/F/7/.  Which  he,  Sir. 

do.  He,  Sir,  that  mufl  marry  this  woman  ;  therefore 
you,  Clown,  abandon,  which  is  in  the  vulgar,  leave  the 
fociety,  which  in  the  boorifli,  is  company  of  this  female  ; 
which  in  the  common,  is  woman  ;  which  together  is, 
abandon  the  fociety  of  this  female;  or  Clown,  thou  pe- 
rifheft;  or,  to  thy  better  underftanding,  diefl;  or,  to  wit 
I  kill  thee,  make  thee  away,  tranflate  thy  life  into  deaths 
thy  liberty  into  bondage  ;  I  will  deal  in  poifon  with  tliee, 
or  in  baftinado,  or  in  fteel;  I  will  bandy  with  thee  in  fac- 
tion ;  I  will  over-run  thee  with  policy  ;  I  will  kill  thee  a 
hundred  and  fifty  ways;  therefore  tremble  and  depart. 

Jud,  Do,  good  JViUia?n, 

IFilh  God  reft  you,  merry  Sir.  [Exit, 

Enter  Cor  in. 

Cor,  Our  mafter  and  miflrefs  feek  you;  come  away^ 
Away. 

do.  Trip,  Audrey,  trip,  Audrey^  I  attend,  I  attend. 

\fixeunth 

Enter  Orlando  and  Oliver. 

Oria,  Is*t  poflible,  that  on  fo  little  acquaintance  you 
(liould  like  her?  that,  but  feeing,  you  fliould  love  her  ? 
and  loving,  woo  ?  and  wooing  fhe  fliould  grant,  and  will 
you  perfevere  to  enjoy  her  ? 

Oii,  Neither  call  the  giddinefs  of  it  in  queftion,  the 
poverty  of  her,  the  fmall  acquaintance,  my  fudden  woo- 
ing, nor  her  fudden  confenti ng  ;  but  fay  with  me,  I  love 
Jliena\  fay  with  her  that  fhe  loves  me  :  cOnfeilt  with 
both,  that  we  may  enjoy  each  other;  it  fhall  be  to  your 
good  ;  for  my  father's  houfe,  and  all  the  revenue  that  was 
old  Sir  Roivtand^Sy  will  I  eftate  upon  you,  and  here  live 
and  die  a  fliepherd. 

^w/^r  Rosalind. 

Orla.  You  have  my  confent.  Let  your  wedding  be 
to-morrow  :  thither  will  I  invite  the  Duke,  and  all  his 
contented  followers ;  go  you,  and  prepare  AHena ;  for^ 
look  you,  here  comes  my-  Rofalind, 

Rof.   God  fave  you,  brother. 

C//.  And  you,  fair  filler. 

Rof,  Oh,  'my  dear  Orlando^  how  it  grieves  me  to  fee 
thee  wear  tkv  heart  in  a  fcarf.  Orla, 
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Orla,  It  is  my  arm. 

Rof,  I  thought  thy  heart  had  been  WOunded  with  tha 
claws  of  a  lion. 

Orla.  Wounded  it  \%  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 

Rof.  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  to 
fvvoon,  when  he  ihewM  me  your  handkerchief? 

Orla.  Ay,  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 

Rof.  O,  I  know  where  you  are  :  nay,  'tis  true  :  there 
was  never  any  thing  fo  fudden,  but  the  fight  of  two  rams, 
and  Cafar^s  thrafonical  brag  of,  I  came ^  fa'iJ^f  and  over- 
fame  :  for  your  brother  and  my  fifter  no  fooner  met,  but 
they  look'd  ;  no  fooner  looked,  but  they  lov'd  ;  no  Jfoon- 
er  lovM,  but  they  figh'd  ;  no  fooner  figh'd,  but  they  afk'd 
one  another  the  reaibn  ;  no  fooner  knew  the  reafon,  but 
they  fought  the  remedy  ;  and  in  thefe  degrees  have  made 
a  pair  of  llairs  to  marriage,  which  they  will  climb  incon- 
tinent, or  elfe  be  incontinent  before  marriage ;  they  are 
in  the  very  wrath  of  love,  and  they  will  together.  Clubs 
cannot  part  them. 

Or/a.  They  {hall  be  married  to-morrow ;  and  I  will  bid 
the  Duke  to  the  nuptial.  But,  O,  how  bitter  a  thing  it 
is  to  look  into  happinefs  through  another  man's  eyes  I  by 
fo  much  the  more  fhall  I  to-morrow  be  at  the  height  of 
heart-heavinefs,  by  how  much  I  fhall  think  my  brother 
happy,  in  having  v^^hat  he  wifhes  for. 

Rrf.  Why,  then  to-morrow  I  cannot  ferve  your  tura 
for  Rofalind. 

Orla,  1  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Rof.  I  will  weary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle  talk'? 
ing.  Know  of  me  then,  for  now  I  fpeak  to  fome  purpofe, 
that  I  know  you  are  a  gentleman  of  good  conceit,  I  fpeak  not 
this,  that  you  fhould  bear  a  good  opinion  of  my  know- 
ledge ;  infomuch,  I  fay,  I  know  what  you  are;  neither 
do  1  labour  for  a  greater  efieem  than  may  in  fome  meafure 
draw  a  belief  from  you  to  do  yourfelf  good,  and  not 
to  grace  me.  Believe  then,  if  you  pleafe,  that  I  can  do 
Orange  things;  I  have,  fince  I  was  three  years  old,  con- 
verled  with  a  magician,  mofl:  profound  in  his  art,  and 
yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  Rofalind  fo  near  the 
heart,  as  your  gefture  cries  it  out,  when  your  brother  mar- 
ries Aliena^  you  fliall  marry  her.  I  know  into  what  ftreights 
of  fortune  fhe  is  driven,  and  it  is  not  impoffible  to  me,  if  it 
appear  not  inconvenient  to  you,  to  fet  her  before  your  eye$ 
to-morrow;  human  as  ihe  is,  and  without  any  danger. 

Qrla.  Speak'ft  thou  in  fober  meanings  ? 

Rof 


Si  AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 

^of.  Bytny  life,  I  do;  which  I  tender  dearly,  tho^  I 
fay  I  am  a  magician  ;  therefore,  put  you  on  your  beft  ar^ 
ray  ;  bid  your  friends,  for  if  you  will  be  married  to-mor- 
law,  you.  fhall ;  and  to  Rofalind,  it  you  will. 

Enter  Silvius  ak^Phebr. 

Look,  here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of  her's- 

Phe.  Youth  you  have  done  me  much  ungentlenefs, 
To  fhew  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

RqJ.  1  cnre  not,  if  1  have  :  it  is  my  fludy 
To  ieem  defpiteful  and  ungentle  to  you  : 
You  are  there  followed  by  a  faithful  fhepherd  ; 
Look  upon  him,  look  upon  him  ;  he  worfliips  you. 

Phe.  Good  fhepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  *tis  to  love, 

Sil.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  fighs  and  tears, 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.   And  I  for  Ganymed',  ^ 

Orla.  And  I  for  Kofalind, 

Hof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

SiL  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  faith  and  fervice  ; 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganymed, 

Orla,  And  1  for  Rofalind. 

Roj,  And  T  for  no  woman. 

Sil.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantafy. 
All  made  of  pafTion,  and  all  made  of  wiflies, 
All  adoration,  duty,  and  obfervance. 
All  humblenefs,  all  patience,  and  impatience, 
All  purity,  all  trial,  all  obfervance  ; 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe»  And  fo  am  I  for  Ganymed. 

Orla.  And  fo  am  I  for  Rofalind. 

Rof  And  fo  am  I  for  no  woman, 

Phe,  if  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  vou  ? 

[TcRof 

Sil.  If  this  be  (o,  why  blame  you  me  to  loveyourf  Ti?  Phe, 

Orla.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

-^^  Who  do  you  fpeak  to,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you 

Or/d.  To  her  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear  ? 

Rcf.  Prav  you  no  more  of  this  ;  'tis  like  the  howling 
oflriffi  wolves  againfl  the  moon. — I  will  help  you,  if  I 
c^n[To  ^Silvius,']— I  v>rouldJove  you  if  I  couId;[T<?  Phebe.'] 
— To-morrov/  meet  me  akogether.—Iwiil  marry  you,[Ta 

Pheke.] 
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PheheJl  if  ever  I  marry  woman,  and  I'll  be  married  to- 
morrow : — I  will  fatisfy  you,  [To  Orlando.]  if  ever  I 
fatisfied  man,  and  you  fliall  be  married  to-morrow.  I 
will  content  you,  [To  Silvius}  if  what  plealv  s  you  con- 
tents you,  and  you  fhnll  be  married  to- inorrow, — As  you 
love  Rofalind,  meet ;  [To  Orlando'] — As  you  love  Phtbcy 
meet;  [To  Silvius] — And,  as  I  love  no  woman,  1*11 
meet. — So  fare  you  well ;  I  have  left  you  Commands. 

Sil.  I'll  not  fail,  if  I  live. 

Fhe.  Nor  I. 

Or/a,  Nor  L  ■  [ExeunU 
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Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Clo.  To-morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audreys  to-morroW 
will  we  be  married, 

Aud,  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  heart :  and  I  hope  It  is 
nodiftioneftdefire,  to  defire  to  be  a  woman  of  the  world. 
Here  come  two  of  the  banifhcd  Duke's  pages. 

Enter  Tivo  Pages. 

1  Page,  Well  met,  honcft  gentlemen; 

Clo,  By  my  troth,  well  met :  Come,  fit,  fit,  and  a  fong. 

2  Page,  We  are  for  you :  fit  i'th  middle. 

1  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without  hawk- 
ing, or  fpltting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe ;  which  are  the 
only  prologues  to  a  bad  voice  ^ 

2  Page,  I'faith,  i' faith  ;  and  both  in  a  tune,  like  two 
gypfies  on  a  horfe. 

SONG, 

It  was  a  lover  and  his  lafsy 

JVith  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonmo^ 
That  o^er  the  green  cornficid  did  pafs 

In  the  fpring  ti?ne,  the  pretty  rank  time, 
When  the  birds  dofing,  hey  ding  a  dingy  ding 
Sweet  lovers  love  the  Jprijtg* 

I  Between 
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Between  ths  acres  cfthe  rye, 

W'th  a  hey^  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  flOfiinSj 
l^hffe  pretty  country  folks  would  lie f 

In  thejpritig  timej  6c c. 

The  ca^o^  they  hep-an  that  hoiir^ 

IP'ith  a  hey,,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonim\ 
'  How  that  ife  zvas  but  a  fower 
in  ih'j  fpri ng  tt  ne ,  &tc. 

\And  therefore  take  the  prefent  time. 

With  a  hi^y,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino, 

for  love  IS  druwne'^  with  the  prime 
In  thefpring  time,  bcc. 

€h.  Truly  young  gentlemen,  though  there  was  no  great 
matter  in  the  ditty,  yet. the  note  was  very  untuneahle. 

I  Page,  You  are  deceived,  fir;  we  kept  time,  we  loH' 
not  our  time. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  yes  ;  I  count  it  but  time  loft  to  hear 
fuch  a  foolirii  fong.  God  be  with  you ;  and  God  mend 
your  voices. — Come,  Audrey.  [Exeimt. 


SCENE   IF.  Another  part  of  the  Forejl. 


Enter  Duke  Senior,  Amiens,  Jaques  Ohlando, 
Oliver,  and  Ql'lia. 

Duke  Sen.  Dofl  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the  boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promi fed  ? 

Orla.  I  rometimes  do  believe,  apd  fometimes  do  not ; 
As  tliofe  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 

E?2ter  Rosalind,  S  i  l  v  i  us*,  and  P ii  e  b e . 

Rc^r.  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  compacl  is  urgM  ;— 
You  fay,  if  I  luring  in  your  Rofaiindy  ,  [Tj  the  Diiki, 
You  vt  ilKbcliow  \\c.f  on  Orlando  here  ? 

Duke  Sen.  Thar  v/civM  I,  'h:^d  i  iungdoTiS-to  give  with 
her. 
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*2J^.  And  you  fay,  you  will  have  her  when  I  bring  her  ? 

iTo  Orlando. 

Orla.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  kingdoms  king, 

Rof.  You  fay,  you'll  marry  me,  if  I  be  willing? 

[ToPhebe. 

Phe.  That  will  I,  fhould  I  die  the  hour  after. 

Rof,  But  if  you  do  refufe  to  marry  me, 
You'll  give  yourrelf  to  this  moit  faithful  fliepherd  ? 

Phe,  So  is  the  bargain. 

Rof,  You  fay  that  you'll  have  Phebe,  if  fhe  will? 

[To  Si  hi  us, 

SiL  Though  to  have  her  and  death  were  both  one  thing, 

Rof.  i  have  pron.iied  to  make  all  this  matter  even. 
Keep  your  word..  O  Duke  J  to  give  vour  daughter ;— 
Yoii  vours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  daughter; — 
K^ep  your  word,  Phebe,  that  you'll  marry  me; 
Or  elfi  refufi  '.g  me,  to  wed  this  (hepherd: 
Keep  vour  w'>rJ,  ^rhir/s,  that  you'll  marry  her. 
It  ihc  retufc  .;  e  ,    -aiu-  from  hei.ce    I  go, 
To  m  ike  theic  duubts  all  eve:'. 

Exeunt  Rofalind  an  J  Cella. 

Duke  S  n.  I  do  remember  in  this  /nepherd'i-  boy 
Some  lively  torches  oi  my  daughter's  favou*-. 

Orla,  My  lord,  the  firiV  time  that  I  ever  faw  hiii?, 
Methought  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter  : 
But  my  good  lord,  this  boy  is  foreil-bornj 
And  hath  been  tutor'il  in  the  rudiments 
Of  many  defperate  fludies  by  his  uncle. 
Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magician, 
Obfcured  in  the  circle  of  this  foreii. 


E?iier  Clown  and  Avvrew 

"Jaq,  There  is,  fure  another  flood  toward,  and  thefe  cou-j 
pies  are  coming  to  the  ark?  Here  comes  a  pair  of  very 
ibange  beafls,  which  in  all  tongues  are  called  fools. 

Clo.  Salutation  and  greeting  to  you  all ! 

Jaq,  Good  my  lord,  bid  him  welcome:  This  is  the 
motley-minded  gentleman,  that  I  have  fo  often  met  in 
the  foreft  :  he  hath  been  a  courtier  lu;  fwears. 

Ch.  If  any  man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to  my  pur- 
I  %  gation. 
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gation.  I  liave  trod  a  meafure ;  1  have  flattered  a  lady ;  t 
have  been  politick  with  my  friend,  fmooth  with  mine 
enemy  ;  I  have  undone  three  taylors ;  I  have  had  four 
qu'irrels,  and  like  to  have  fought  one. 

Ja(ir  And  how  was  that  ta'en  up? 

CAo,  *  Faith,  we  met,  and  found  the  quarrel  was  upon 
the  '>venih  caufe. 

Jaq.  How  feventh  caufe  ? — Good,  my  Lord,  like  you 
thisteno^A,  ? 

Duke  Sen,  I  like  him  very  well. 

do*  God'ild  you  fir;  I  defne  you  of  the  like.  I  prefs 
in  here,  fif,  among  the  reft  of  the  country  copulatives,  to 
fwear  and  toforfwear;  according  as  marriage  binds  or 
blood  breaks  : — A  poor  virgin,  fir,  an  ill-favoured  thing, 
fir,  but  mine  own  ;  a  poor  humour  of  mine,  fir,  to  take 
that  no  man  elfe  will:  Rich  honefty  dwells  like  a  mifer, 
iir,  in  a  poor-houfe  ;  as  your  pearl  in  your  foul  oyfter. 

Duke  Sen„  By  my  faith, he  is  very  fwift  and  fententious. 

Cio*  According  to  the  fool's  bolt.  Sir,  and  fuch  dulcet 
difeafes. 

Jaq.  But  for  the  feventh  caufe  ;  how  did  you  find  the 
quarrel  on  the  feventh  caufe  ? 

Clo.  Upon  a  lie  feven  times  removed  ;•— Bear  your  body 
more  feeming,  Audrey : — as  thus,  I  did  diflike  the 
cut  of  a  certain  courtier^s  beard  ;  he  fent  me  word,  if  I  faid 
his  beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  was  in  the  mind  it  was: 
This  is  called  the  Retort  courteus.  If  I  fent  him  word 
again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  fend  me  word,  he  cut 
it  to  pleafe  himfelf;  This  is  called  the  .^ip  modejl.  If 
again  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  difabled  my  judgment :  This 
is  called  the  Reply  churlijh.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cutj^ 
he  would  anfwer,  I  fpake  not  true.  This  is  called  the: 
Reproof  valiants  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would 
fay,  I  lie.  This  is  called  \.\\t  Countercheck  quarrelfojnei 
and  fo  to  the  Lie  circu?rifl,ant:al,  and  the  Lie  DtreSf. 

Jaq,  And  how  oft  did  you  fay  his  beard  was  not  well 
cut? 

Clo,  I  durfl:  go  no  further  than  the  Lie  clrcumjlantial^ 
nor  he  durft  not  give  me  the  Lie  dirc^;  and  fo  we  meafu- 
red  fwords  and  parted. 

Jaq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of 
|he'lic? 
'"'       '  Clo. 
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C7<7.  O,  Sir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book ;  as  you 
have  books  for  good  manners :  I  will  name  you  the  de- 
grees. The  firft  the  Retort  courteous ;  the  fecond  the 
Quip  modeft  ;  the  third  the  Reply  churlifh  ;  the  fourth 
the  Reproof  valiant ;  the  fifth  the  Countercheck  quarrel- 
fome;  the  fixth  the  Lie  v^/ithcircumilance;  the  feventh, 
the  Lie  dire6t.  Ail  thefe  you  may  avoid,  but  the  Lie 
dire6l ;  and  you  may  avoid  that  too  with  an  Tj^  I  knew 
when  feven  juftices  could  not  take  up  a  quarrel;  but 
when  the  parties  were  met  themfelves,  one  q^  them 
thought  but  of  an  Jf,  as,  If  you  /aid  fo,  then  I  faidfei 
and  they  fhook  hands,  and  fwore  brothers.  Your  Jf  is 
is  the  only  peace-maker ;  much  virtue  in  Jf, 

Jaq,  Is  not  this  a  rare  fellow,  my  Lord  ?  he's  good  at 
any  thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 

Duke  Sen.  He  ufes  his  folly  like  a  flalking-horfe,  and 
under  the  prefentation  of  that  he  fhoots  his  wit. 


Enter  Hymen,    Rosalind   in  WomarCs  Cloathsy   an4 
Celia. 


STILL    MUSIC. 

Hym.  Then  is  there  mirth  in  heaven^ 
IVhen  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together. 
Good  duke,  receive  thy  daughter y 
iiy  men  from  heaven  brought  her^ 
Tea,  brought  her  hither  ; 
That  thou  mighfji  join  her  hand  with  hk^ 
Whofe  heart  zvithin  his  bofom  is, 

Eof.  To  you  I  give  myfelf,  for  I  am  yours. 

[  To  the  Duke. 
To  you  I  give  myfelf,  for  I  am  yours.  [To  Orlando, 

Duke  Sen,  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  daugh- 
ter. 

Orla,  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Rofalind, 

Phe  If  fight  and  ftiape  be  true, 
Why  then  my  love  adieu  J 

Rof,  ril  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he.  VTo  the  Duke, 

ru 
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I'll  have  no  hu{band,  if  you  be  not  b.e  :-^     [71?  Orlandftl 
Nor  ne'er  wed  woman  if  you  be  not  fhc.  \To  Fhthe*,. 

Hym%  Peace,   ho  !  I  bar  confufion  : 
'Tis  I  muft  make  conclufion 

Of  thefe  moft  ftrange  events  r 
Here's  eight  that  muft  take  hands. 
To  join  in  Hymen\  bands. 
If  truth  holds  true  contents. 
You  and  you  no  crofs  fhall  part  ,• 

[To  Orlando  and  Rofalind, 
You  and  you  are  heart  in  heart : 

[To  Oliver  and  Celia, 
You  to  his  love  muft  accord, 

Or  have  a  woman  to  your  lord  : —  [To  Ph?be. 

You  and  you  are  fure  together, 
^s  the  winter  to  foul  weather. 

.  [To  the  Clown  and  Audrey t 
Whiles  a  wedlock-hymn  we  fing, 
Feed  yourfelves  with  queftioning  ; 
Th^t  reafon  wonder  may  diminiih, 
JIow  thus  W£^  met  and  thefe  things  finilli. 

SONG. 

JVedd'ing  U  ^reat  yuno^s  crown, 

O  blejfed  bond  cf  boP-':'d-  and  b.d ! 
*Tis  Hymsn  peoples  ev'ry  town  ; 

High  Wedlock  then  he  hono'if.:d : 
Iio7iour,*  high  honour  and  renuvn. 

To  Hymen ^   God  cf  eve^y  t:W7il 

Dt'h  Sen^  O  my  dear  niece,  welcome  thoi  art  to  me  5 
Even  daughter,  welcome  in  no  lef^  degree. 

Phe.   I  will  nor  eat  my  word,  no-N  tH'Ui  art  mine 5 
Thy  faith  my  fa'ncy  to  thee  r>  th  combiue. 

Enter  Jaques  3E  Boys, 

y.aq*  de  B.  Let  iie  have  audience  f-'"  a  word  or  two. — 
I  am  the  fecond  fon  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 
That  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  aiionbly  : — 

Duk« 
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Duke  Frederick,  hearing  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  worth  reforted  to  this  foreft, 
Addrefs'd  a  mighty  power;  which  were  on  foot. 
In  his  own  conduct  purpofely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  fword  : 
And  to  the  Ikirts  of  this  wild  wood  he  came  • 
Where  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man, 
After  fome  queflion  with  him,  was  converted 
Botli  from  his  enterprife  and  from  the  world  : 
His  crown  bequeathing  to  his  hanifhed  brother 
And  all  their  lands  reftored  to  them  again         ' 
That  were  with  him  exilM ;  This  to  be  true, 
I  do  engage  my  life. 

Duke  Sen.   Welcome,  young  man  : 
Thou  ofF^^rTt  fairly  to  thy  brother's  wedding: 
To  one  his  lands  with- held  ;  and  to  the  other, 
A  iand  itfelf  at  large  a  potent  dukedom. 
Firil:  in  this  foreft  Jet  us  do  thofe  ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot: 
Ai.d  after,    every  of  this  happy  number, 
That  have  endured  llirewd  days  and  nights  with  us, 
bhall  Ihare  the  good  of  our  returned  fortune. 
According  to  the  meafure  of  their  ftates. 
Meantime  forget  this  new-fail'n  dignity*. 

And  fall  into  our  ruftic  revelry  : 

Play,  muric;-~and  you  brides  and  bridegrooms  all. 
With  meafure  heap  d  )n  joy,  to  the  meafures  fall. 

Jag.  S,r,  by  your  patience  ,^[^  \  heard  you  rightly, 
1  lie  Duke  hath  put  on  a  rehgious  hfe, 
And  thrown  into  ncgled  the  "pompous  court  ? 
Jfiq.  de  B    He  hath. 

7^9'^  To  him  will  I :  out  of  thefe  convertites 
1  here  IS  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learnM  — 
You  to  your  former  honour  i  d.queatn  ;      [7.  the  Duh. 
Your  patience  and  your  virtue  \Neii  deferves  it  •— 
i  ou  to  a  love,  that  your  true  fa,th  dorh  merit  — 

You  to  your  land,  and  love,  and  great  allies^^l"^'^"^'- 

You  to  a  long  zvA  well-dclVrved  b::i  r^        S'SS^' 
And  you  to  wranghhg;  tor  thy  iovin^  voy.^e   . 

[id  the  CUiiiH. 
h 
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Is  but  for  two  months  vidlual'd  : — So  to  your  pleafures  J 
I  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  meafures. 

Duke  Sen.  Stay,  Jaques,   ftay. 

Jaq.  To  fee  no  paftime  I: —  what  you  would  have, 
I'll  ftay  to  know  at  your  abandoned  cave.  [Exit, 

Duke  Sen.  Proceed,  proceed ;  we  will  begin  thefe  rites, 
As  we  do  trufk  they'll  end  in  true  delights. 

EPILOGUE. 

Rof  \t  is  not  the  fafhion  to  fee  the  lady  the  epilogue : 
but  it  is  no  more  unhandfome  than  to  fee  the  lord  the 
prologue.  If  it  be  true  that  good  wine  needs  no  bujh^  'tis 
true,  that  a  good  play  needs  no  epilogue :  yet  to  good 
wine  they  do  ufe  good  bujfhes  ;  and  good  plays  prove  the 
better  by  the  help  of  good  epilogues.  What  a  cafe  am  I 
in  then,  that  am  neither  .a  good  epilogue,  nor  can  infi- 
nuat^  with  you  in  behalf  of  a  good  play  ?  I  am  not  fur- 
niflied  like  a  beggar,  therefore' to  beg  will  not  become  me: 
my  way  is,  to  conjure  you :  and  I'll  begin  with  the  wo- 
men. 1  charge  you,  O  women !  for  the  love  you  bear 
to  men,  to  like  as  much  of  this  play  as  pleafes  them  : 
and  1  charge  you,  O  men  !  for  the  love  you  bear  to  wo- 
men (as  I  perceive  by  your  fimpering,  none  of  you  hate 
them),  that  between  you  and  the  women  the  play  may 
pleafe.  If  I  were  a  woman,  I  would  kifs  as  many  of  you 
as  had  beards  that  pleafed  me,  complexions  that  lik'd  me, 
and  breaths  that  I  defy'd  not:  and  I  am  fure,  as  many 
as  have  good  beards,  or  good  faces,  or  fweet  breaths,  will 
for  my  kind  offer,  when  I  make  curt'iy,  bid  me  fare- 
vrell.  [Exeunt  omnes^ 
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DRAMATIS    PERSON  iE- 

M  E  N. 

Alonso,  King  of  Naples. 

Sebastian,  kis  Brother. 

pRosPERO,  the  rightful  Duke  of  Milan. 

Anthonio,  his  Brother,  the  ifurping  Duke  of  Milan* 

Ferdinand,  Son  to  the  King  of  Naples. 

GoNZALo,  and  honeji  old  Counjellor  of  Naples, 

Adrian,      1     t     j 

Francisco,!   ^'^^'-         , 

Caliban,  a  favage  and  deformed  Slave* 

Trinculo,  a  Jejler. 

Stephano,  a  drunken  Butler. 

Majhr  of  a  Ship^  Boatfwain,  and  Mariners, 

TVO  M  E  N 

Mi  R  a n D  a  ,  D aright er  to  Profpero, 

Ariel,  a?i  airy  Spirit. 

Iris,         -. 

Ceres,      | 

Juno,         \  Spirits. 

Nymphs,     I 

Reapers,    j 

Other  Spirits  attending  on  Profpero* 

Scene,  the  Sea,  vjith  a  Ship ;    afterwards,  an  uninhahited 

I/land. 
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ACT  L    SCENE  I. 

On  a  Ship  at  Sea.  A  tempejluous  Noife  of  Thunder  and 
Lightning  heard.  Enter  a  Ship-Alajier  and  a  Boat- 
fivain. 

Master. 
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Boat/.  Here,  mafter:  What  cheer? 
Maji.  Good:    fpeak  to  the  mariners:— fall  to't  yareU% 
or  we  run  ourfelves  aground :  befth',  beinr.  [Exit. 

Enter  Mariners. 

Boat/.  Heigh,  my  hearts ;  cheerly,  cheerly,  my  hearts ; 
yare,  yare  :  Take  in  mc  top-fail  ;  Tend  to  the  mafter's 
wbilfle; — Blow  till  thou  burft  rhy  wind,  if  room  enough! 

Enter  Alonso,    Sebastian,   Anthonio,    Ferdi- 
nand, GoNZALo,  and  others. 

Alon.  Good  boatfwain,  have  care.  Where's  the  mafler  ? 
Play  the  men. 

Boat/.  I  pray  now,  keep  below. 

Ant.   Where  is  the  mailer,  boatfwain? 

Boatf.  Do  you  not  hear  him  ?  You  mar  our  labour;  Keep 
your  cabins :  you  do  afnft  the  ftorm. 

Gon.  Nay,  good,  be  patient. 

Boatf.  When  the  fea  is.  Hence  !  What  care  thefc 
roarers  for  the  name  of  king  ?  To  cabin  j  filence  :  trouble 
us  not. 

Gon.  Good  ;  yet  remember  whom  thou  haft  aboard. 

BoQtf  None  that  J  more  love  than  myfelf.  You  are  i 
counfellor  ;  if  you  can  command  thefe  elements  to  filence. 
and  woik  the  peace  of  the  prefent,  we  will  not  handle  a 
rope  more;  ufe  your  authority.  If  you  cannot,  give 
thanks  you  haveliv'd  fo  long,    and  make  yourfelf  readv  in 

A  2 
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your  cabbia  for  the  mifchance  of  the  hour,    if  it  fo  hap,-— 
Cheerly,  good  hearts — Out  of  our  way,  I  fay. 

Gon,  I  have  great  comfort  from  this  fellow  :  methinks, 
he  hath  no  drowning  mark  upon  him  ;  his  complexion  is 
perfe6l  gallows.  Stand  faft,  good  fate,  to  his  hanging ; 
make  the  rope  of  his  delHny  our  cable,  for  our  own  doth 
little  advantage  :  If  he  be  not  born  to  be  hangM,  our  cafe 
is  miferable.  lExeunt. 

Re-enter  Boatswain. 

Boat/.  Down  with  the  top^maft ;  yare,  lower,  lower ;  bring 
her  to  try  with  main-courfe.  [^  cry  within,] 

A  plague  upon  this  howling  !    they  are   louder  than   the 
weather,  or  our  office. — 

ic^-^;2/^r  Sebastiat^,  Anthonio,  and  Goi^zai.o. 

Yet  again  what  do  you  here  ?  Shall  we  give  o'er  and 
drown  ?  have  you  a  mind  to  fink  ? 

Scb.  A  pox  o'  your  throat  I  you  bawling,  blafphemous, 
uncharitable  dog ! 

Boatf.  Work  you  then. 

j^nt.  Hang,  cur,  hang !  you  w^iorefon,  infolent,  noife- 
maker  !  we  are  lefs  afraid  to  be  drown'd,  than  thou  art. 

Gon.  I'll  warrant  him  from  drowning  ;  though  the  fhip 
were  no  flronger  than  a  nut-fhell,  and  as  leaky  as  an  un- 
Aanch'd  /(vench. 

Boatf.  Lay  her  a-hold,  a-hold;  fet  her  two  courfes; 
off  to  fea  again,  lay  her  off. 

Enter  Mar'mers  wet. 

Mar.  All  loft  1  to  prayers,  to  prayers  !  all  lofl  I 

\_Exeunt» 
Boatf.  What,  muft  our  mouths  be  cold  ? 
Gon»  The  king  and  prince  at  prayers !.  let  us  affifl  them. 
For  our  cafe  is  as  theirs. 
Seh.  I  am  out  of  patience. 

Ant*  We  are  merely   cheated  of  our  lives  by  drunk- 
ards.— 
This    wide-chop'd    rafcal  ;-~W^ouJd^     thou     might'ft    lie- 
drowning. 
The  wafliing  of  ten  tides! 


tempest;  e 

Gon,  He'll  be  hang'd  yet; 
Though  every  drop  of  water  fwear  againfl:  it. 
And  gape  at  wid'ft  to  glut  him. 
\^A  confufed  noife  wit/iin]  Mercy  on  us  ( — 
We  fplit,  we  fplit !  — Farewel,  my  wife  and  children  I 
^—Farewel,  brother  !  -  We  fplit,  we  fplit,  we  fplit — 

Jnt,  Let*s  all  fink  with  the  king.  [Exit, 

Seb.  Let's  take  leave  of  him.  [Exit. 

Gon,  Now  would  I  give  a  thoufand  furlongs  of  fea  for 
an  acre  of  barren  ground;  long  heath,  brown  furze,  any 
thing:  The  wills  above  be  done,  but  I  would  fain  die 
a  dry  death  \  [  Exit, 


SCENE    IL 

The  enchanted  Ifiand :  before  the  Cell  c/'Prospero. 
Enter  Prospero  and  Miranda. 

Mira.  If  by  your  art,  my  deareft  father,  you  havjs 
Put  the  wild  waters  in  this  roar,  allay  them : 
The  &y,  it  feems,  would  pour  down  ftinking  pitch, 
But  that  the  fea,  mounting  to  the  welkin's  cheek, 
feafhes  the  fire  out.     O,  I  have  fuffer'd 
With  thofe  that  I  faw  fufFer  !   a  brave  vefTel, 
Who  had,  no  doubt,  fome  noble  creatures  in  her,       \ 
Dalh'd  all  to  pieces.     O,  the  cry  did  knock 
Againfl  my  very  heart !   Poor  fouls  !   they  perlfh'd 
Kad  I  been  any  god  pf  power,  I  would 
Have  funk  the  fea  within  the  earth,  or  ere 
It  fhould  the  good  ihip  fo  have  fwallow'd,  and 
The  freighting  fouls  within  her. 

Fro.  Be  collected ; 
No  more  amazement:  tell  your  piteous  heart, 
There's  no  harm  done. 

Mira.  O,  woe  the  day ! 

Pro.  No  harm. 
I  have  done  nothing  but  in  care  of  thee, 
(Of  thee,  my  dear  one  !  thee,  my  daughter)  who 
Art  ignorant  of  what  thou  art,  nought  knowing 
Of  whence  I  am  ;  nor  that  I  am  more  better 

A3 


6  TEMPEST. 

Than  Profpero^  mafler  of  a  full  poor  cell. 
And  thy  no  greater  father. 

Mir  a.  More  to  know 
Did  never  meddle  with  my  thoughts. 

Fro.  'Tis  time, 
I  fliould  inform  thee  further.     Lend  thy  hand, 
And  pluck  my  magic  garment  from  me. — So; 

\_Lay5  down  his  mantle m 
Lye  there  my  art. — Wipe  thou  thine  eyes  ;  have  comfort. 
The  direful  ipecSlaclc  of  the  wreck,  which  touchM 
The  very  virtue  of  compaffion  \\\  thee, 
1  have  with  fuch  provifion  in  mine  art 
So  fafely  order'd,  that  there  is  no  foul — 
No,  notfo  much  perdition  as  an  hair, 
Betide  to  any  creature  in  the  veiTel 

Which  thou  heard'fl  cry,  which  thou  faw'll  fink.  Sit  down: 
For  thou  mull  now  know  further. 

M'lra.  You  have  often 
Begun  to  tell  me  what  I  am  ;  but  ilopp'd, 
And  left  me  to  a  bootlefs  inquifitioui 
Concluding,   Stay^  7iot  yet. — 

Pro.  The  hour's  now  come  ; 
The  very  minute  bids  thee  ope  thine  ear; 
Obey,  and  be  attentive.     Canfl  thou  remember 
A  time  befoi  e  we  came  unto  this  cell  ? 
I  do  not  think  thou  canfl ;  for  then  thou  wafl  not 
Out  three  years  old. 

M'lra.  Certainly,  fir,  lean. 

Pro.  By  what  ?  by  any  other  houfe,  or  perfon  ? 
Of  any  thing  the  image  tell  me,  that 
Hath  kept  with  thy  remembrance. 

Mira.  'Tis  far  off; 
And  rather  like  a  dream,  than  an  alTurance 
,That  my  remembrance  warrants :  Had  I  not 
Four  or  five  women  once,  that  tended  me? 

Pro.  Thou  had'ft,  and  more,  Miranda  :    But  how  is  It, 
That  this  lives  in  thy  mind  ?     What  fee'ft  thou  elfe 
In  the  dark  back-ward  and  abyfm  of  time  ? 
f  thou  remember'fi:  aught,  ere  thou  cam'fl  here. 
Mow  thou  cam'ft  here,  thou  mcy'll. 

Mira,  But  that  I  do  noL 
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Pro,  Twelve  years  fince,  Miranda,  twelve  years  fmce, 
Thy  father  was  the  duke  of  Milan,  and 
A  prince  of  power. 

Mira.  Sir,  are  not  you  my  father  f 

Pro.  Thy  mother  was  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 
She  faid— thou  waft  my  daughter ;  and  thy  fadier 
Was  duke  of  Milan  ;  thou  his  only  heir 
And  princefs,  no  worfe  iffu'd. 

Mira-  O  the  heavens ! 
What  foul  play  had  we,  that  we  came  from  thence  ; 
Or  bleffed  was't,  we  did  ? 

Fro.  Both,  both,  my  girl ; 
By  foul  play,  as  thou  fay'ft,  were  we  heav'd  thence; 
But  bleffedly  holp  hither. 

Mira.  d,  my  heart  bleeds 
To  think  o'  the  teen  that  I  have  turnM  you  to. 
Which  is  from  my  remembrance!  Pleale  you  further. 

Pro.  My  brother,  and  thy  uncle,  called  Jnt/ionioy — 
I  pray  thee,  mark  me,— that  a  brother  Ihould 
Be  fo  perfidious  ! — he  whom,  next  thyfelf, 
Of  all  the  world  I  lov'd,  and  to  him  put 
The  manage  of  my  ftate  ;  as,  at  that  time 
Through  all  the  figniories  it  was  the  hrft. 
And  Profpero  the  prime  duke ;  being  fo  reputed 
In  dignity,  and,  for  the  liberal  arts,  • 
Without  a  parallel;  thofe  being  all  my  ftudy. 
The  government  I  caft  upon  my  brother, 
And  to  my  ftate  grew  ftranger,  being  tranfported, 
And  wrapp'd  in  fecret  ftudies.     Thy  falfe  uncle — 
Doft  thou  attend  me  ? 

Mira.  Sir,  moft  heedfully. 
Pro.  Being  once  perfeded  how  to  grant  fuits, 
How  to  deny  them  ;  whom  to  advance,  and  whom 
To  trafh  for  over-topping ;  new  created 
The  creatures  that  were  mine,  I  fay,  or  chang'd  'em, 
Or  elfe  new  form'd  'em  :  having  both  the  key 
Of  officer  and  office,  fet  all  hearts  i'  the  ftate 
To  what  tune  pleas'd  his  ear  ;  that  now  he  was 
The  ivy,  which  had  hid  my  princely  trunk, 
And  fuck'd  my  verdure  out  on't. — Thou  attend'ft  not. 
Mira.  O  good  fir,  I  do. 
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Pro.  I  pray  thee,  mark  me. 
I  thus  negle6ling  worldly  ends,  all  dedicated 
To  clofenefs,  and  the  bettering  of  my  mind 
With  that,  which,  but  by  being  fo  retir'd, 
O'er  pi  iz'd  all  popular  rate,  in  my  falfe  brother 
Awak'd  an  evil  nature:  and  my  truft, 
i.ike  a  good  parent,  did  beget  of  him 
A  falfehood,  in  its  contrary  as  great 
As  my  truft  was  ;  which  had,  indeed,  no  limit, 
A  confidence  fans  bound.     He  being  thus  lorded, 
3SJot  only  with  what  my  revenue  yielded. 
But  what  my  power  might  elfe  exaCi, — like  one, 
Who  having  unto  truth,  by  telling  of  it, 
Made  fuch  a  finner  of  his  memory, 
To  credit  his  own  lie, — he  did  believe 
He  was,  indeed,  the  duke ;  out  of  the  fubfHtutlon, 
And  executing  the  outward  face  of  royalty, 
With  all  prerogative :— Hence  bis  ambition  growing,—* 
Doft  thou  hear  ? 

Mir  a.  Your  tale,  fir,  would  cure  deafnefs. 

Pro.  To  have  no  fcreen  between  this  part  he  play'd 
And  him  he  play'd  it  for,  he  needs  will  be 
Abfolute  Milan  :  Me,  poor  man  ! — ^•my  library 
Was  dukedom  large  enough  ;  of  temporal  royalties 
He  thinks  me  now  incapable  :  confederates. 
So  dry  he  was  for  fway,  with  the  king  of  Naples 
To  give  him  annual  tribute,  do  him  homage  \ 
S,ubje6l  his  coronet  to  his  crown,  and  bend 
The  dukedom  yet  unbowM  (alas,  poor  Milan  !) 
To  moft  ignoble  ftooping. 

Mir  a.  O  the  heavens ! 

Pro.  Mark  this  condition,  and  the  event ;  then  tell  mej. 
If  this  might  be  a  brother, 

Mir  a.  1  fhould  fin 
To  think  but  nobly  of  my  grandmother: 
Good  wombs  have  borne  bad  foiis. 

Pro.  Now  the  condition. 
This  king  of  Naples  being  an  enemy 
To  me  inveterate,  hearkens  my  brother's  fuit ; 
Which  was,  that  he  in  lieu  o'  the  premifes,— 
Qf  homage,  and  I  know  not  how  much  tribute,— * 
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Should  prefently  extirpate  me  and  mine 
Out  of  the  dukedom;  and  confer  fan  Milan, 
"VViih  ail  the  honours,  on  my  brother:  Whereon^ 
A  treacherous  army  levy'd,  one  midnight, 
Fated  to  the  purpofe,  did  Jnthonio  open 
The  gates  of  Milan;  and  i'the  dead  of  darknefs, 
The  miniibrs  for  the  purpofe  hurried  thence 
Me,  and  ttiy  crying  felf. 

Mira.  Alack,  for  pity  ! 
I,  not  remembering  hovv  1  cry'd  out  then. 
Will  cry  it  o'er  again ;  it  is  a  hint. 
That  wrings  mine  eyes  to't. 
Pro.  Hear  a  little  further. 
And  then  Til  bring  thee  to  the  prefent  bufinefs  ^ 
Which  now's  upon  us;  without  the  which,  this  Ilory 
Were  moft  impertinent. 

Mira.  Wherefore  did  they  not 
That  hour  deftroy  us  ? 

Pro.  Well  demanded,  wench; 
My  tale  provokes  that  queftion.     Dear,  they  durft  not 
(So  dear  the  love  my  people  bore  me);  nor  let 
A  mark  fo  bloody  on  the  bufmefs ;  but 
With  colours  fairer  painted  their  foul  ends. 
In  few,  they  hurried  us  aboard  a  bark; 
Bore  us  fome  leagues  to  fea  ;  where  they  prepar'd 
A  rotten  carcafe  of  a  boat  ;  not  rigg'd, 
Nor  tackle,  fail,  nor  mall ;  the  very  rats 
Inftinaively  had  quit  it:  there  they  hoift  us 
To  cry  to  the  fea  that  roarM  to  us :  to  figh  ^ 
To  the  winds,  whofe  pity,  fighing  back  again, 
Pid  us  but  loving  wrong. 

Mira.  Alack !  what  trouble 
Was  I  then  to  you  !  « 

Pro.  O  !  a  cherubim 
Thou  waft,  that  did  preferve  me  !  TIrou  dldft  fmilc, 
Infufed  with  a  fortitude  from  heaven, 
When  I  have  deck'd  the  fea  with  drops  full  fait; 
Under  my  burden  groanM;  which  rais'd  in  me 
An  undergoing  ftomach  to  bear  up 
^gainft  what  fhould  enfue. 

Mira.  How  came  we  afhore  ? 
Pro.  By  Providence  divine. 
Some  food  we  had,  and  fame  fvefh  water,  tll^t. 
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A  noble  Neapolitan,  Gon^alo, 
Out  of  his  charity,  who  being  then  appointed 
Mafter  of  this  delign,  did  give  us  ;  with 
Rich  garments,  linens,  fluffs,  and  neceffaries, 
Which  fince  have  ftcaded  much :  fo,  of  his  gentlenefs, 
Knowing  I  lov'd  my  books,  he  furnifla'd  rae, 
Fiom  my  own  library,  with  volumes  that 
I  prize  above  my  dukedom. 

Mir  a.  Would  1  might 
But  ever  fee  that  man  ! 

Pro.  Now,  I  arife: — 
Sit  ftill,  and  hear  the  laft  of  our  fea-forrow. 
Here  in  this  ifland  we  arriv'd;  and  here 
Have  I,  thy  fchooi-mafter,  made  thee  more  profit 
Than  other  princes  can,  that  have  more  time 
For  vainer  hours,  and  tutors  not  fo  careful. 

Mir  a.  Heavens   thank   yoii  fbr't ! — And  now,    I  pray 
you,  iir, 
(For  ftill  'tis  beating  in  my  mind)  your  reafon 
For  raiiing  tliis  fea-ilorm  ? 

Pro,  Know  thus  far  forth. — 
By  accident  moft  ftrange,  bountiful  Fortune. 
Now,  my  dear  lady,  hath  mine  enemies 
Brought  to  this  (hore :  and  by  my  prefciencc 
I  find  my  zenith  doth  depend  upon 
A  moft  aulpicious  ftar;  whofe  influence 
If  now  1  court  not,  but  omit,  my  fortunes  ,    ^^'      > 

Will  ever  after  droop, — Here  ceafe  more  queftions  6' ' 
Thou  art  inclin'd  to  fleep ;  'tis  a  good  dulnefs,       • 
And  give  it  way :— I  know,  thou  canft  not  choole. — 

[Miranda  Jleepi, 
Come  away,  fervant,  come :  I  am  ready  now  : 
Approach  my  Ariel,  come. 

Enter  Ariel. 

Ariel.  All  hail,  great  mafter  !  grave  fir,  hail !  I  come 
To  anfwerthy  befl  pleafure;  be't  to  fly, 
To  fvvim,  to  dive  into  the  fire,  to  ride 
On  the  curi'd  clouds;  to  thy  ftrong  bidding,  taik 
Ariel,  and  ail  his  quality. 

Pro.  Haft  tliou,  fpirit, 
perform'd  to  point  the  tempeft  that  I  bade  thee  ? 
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Jrj.  To  every  article, 
I  boarded  the  king's  Ihip  ;  now  on  the  beak, 
Now  in  the  wafte,  the  deck,  in  every  cabin, 
I  flam'd amazement:  Sometimes,  I'd  divide, 
And  burn  in  many  places;  on  the  top-maft. 
The  yards,  and  bolt-fprit,  would  T  flame  diflin61:ly, 
Then  meet,  and  join:  Jove's  lightnings,  the  precurfors 
O'  the  dreadful  thunder-clap,  more  momentary 
And  light- out-running  were  not ;  the  fire,  and  cracks 
Of  fulphurous  roaring,  the  moft  mighty  Neptune 
Seem'd  to  befiege,  and  make  his  bold  waves  tremble ; 
Yea,  his  dread  trident  fhake. 

Fro.  My  brave  fpirit ! 
Who  was  fo  firm,  fo  conftant,  that  this  coil 
Would  not  infect  his  leafon? 

Jri.  Not  a  foul 
But  felt  a  fever  of  the  mad,  and  play'd 
Some  tricks  of  defperation  :  All,  but  mariners, 
Plung'd  in  the  foaming  brine  and  quit  the  veflel. 
Then  all  a-fire  with  me  :  the  king's  fon,  Ferdinand^ 
With  hair  up-flaring  (then  like  reeds,  not  hair) 
Was  the  firfl:  man  that  leap'd ;  cried,  Hell  is  empty^ 
And  all  the  devils  are  here. 

Fro,  Why,  that's  my  fpirit! 
Put  was  not  this  nigh  fhore  ? 

Art.  Clofe  by,  my  mafter, 

Fro,  But  are  they,  Ariel,  fafe  ? 

Ari,  Not  a  hair  perifh'd ; 
On  their  fuftaining  garments  not  a  blemifh, 
-But  frelher  than  before :  and,  as  thou  bad'ft  me, 
In  troops  I  have  difpers'd  them  'bout  the  ifle: 
The  king's  fon  have  I  landed  by  himfelf ; 
Whom  I  left  cooiing  of  the  air  with  ilghs, 
In  an  odd  angle  of  the  ifle,  and  fitting, 
His  arms  in  this  fad  knot. 

Fro.  Of  the  king's  fliip, 
The  mariners,  fay  how  thou  hafl  difpos'd, 
And  all  the  refl  o'  the  fleet? 

Ari.  Safely  in  harbour 
Is  the  king's  fliip ;  in  the  deep  nook,  where  once 
Thou  call'dft  me  up  at  midnight  re  fetch  dew 
From  the  ftill  vex'd  Bermcothes,  t  .ere  {he's  hid  : 
The  mariners  all  under  hatches  flow 'd. 
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Whom,  with  a  charm  joinM  to  their  fufFcr'd  labour, 

Ihaveleft  afleep:  and  for  the  reft  o*  the  fleet, 

Whichldifpers'd,  they  all  have  met  again: 

And  are  upon  the  Mediterranean  flote, 

Bound  fadly  home  for  Naples ; 

Suppofing  that  they  faw  the  king's  ihip  wreck'd, 

And  his  great  perlbnperith. 

Pro,  Ariel,  thy  charge 
Exadl  V  is  perform M ;  but  there's  more  work : 
What  is  the  time  o'  the  day  ? 

Ar'u  Paft  the  mid fealon. 

Tro.  At  leaft  two  glaffes:    The  time  'twixt  fix  and  now, 
Muft  by  us  both  be  fpent  moft  precioufly. 

Ar'u  Is  there  mere  toil?  Since  thou  doft  give  me  pains 
Let  me  remember  thee  what  thou  haft  promised, 
Which  is  not  yet  performed  me. 

Fro.  How  now  ?  moody  ?    • 
What  is't  thou  can'ft  demand? 

Aru  My  liberty. 

Fro.  Before  the  time  be  out?  no  more, 

Ari,  I  pray  thee: 
Remember,  I  have  done  thee  worthy  fervice: 
Told  thee  no  lies,  made  thee  no  miftaking;  ferv'd 
Without  or  grudge,  or  grumbhngs:  thou  didft  promife 
To  bate  rne  a  full  year. 

Pro.  Doft  thou  forget 
From  what  a  torment  I  did  free  thee? 

Aru   No. 

Fro.  Thou  doft ;  and  think'ft  it  much,  to  tread  the  ooze- 
Of  the  fait  deep; 

To  run  upon  the  fharp  wind  of  the  north  ; 
To  do  me  bufinefs  in  the  veins  o'  the  earth. 
When  it  is  bak'd  with  froft. 

Ar'u  I  do  not,  fir. 

Fro.  Thouly'ft,  malignant  thing !  Haft  thou  forgot 
The  foul  witch  Sycorax,  who,  with  age,  and  envy, 
W^as  grown  into  a  hoop  ?  haft  thou  forgot  her? 

Ari.  No,  fir. 

Pro.  Thou  haft:  Where  was  flie  born?  fpeak;    tell  mq, 

Ari.  Sir,  in  Argier. 

Pro.  Ob,  was  ilie  fo  ?  I  nmft, 
Once  in  a  month,  recount  what  thou  haft  been, 
Which  thou  forget'ft.     This  damned  witch,  Sycorax^ 
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For  mifchlefs  manifold,  and  forceries  terrible 
To  enter  human  hearing,  from  Argier,  * 

Thou  know'ft,  was  baniih'd  ;  for  one  thing  ihe  did. 
They  would  not  rake  her  life  :  Is  not  this  true  ? 
^rl,  Ay,_fir. 

Pro.  This  blue-ey'd  hag  was  hither  brought  with  child, 
And  here  was  left  by  th'  failors  :  Thou,  my  flave, 
As  thou  report'ft  thyfelf,  waft  then  her  fervant : 
And,  for  thou  waft  a  fpirit  too  delicate 
To  a6t  her  earthly  and  abhorr'd  commands,     , 
Refufmg  her  grand  hefts,  ihe  did  confine  thee, 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  miniftcrs, 
And  in  her  moft  unmitigable  rage, 
Into  a  cloven  pine  ;  within  which  rift 
Imprifon'd  thou  didft  painfully  remain 
A  dozen  years  ;  within  which  fpace  ihe  died, 
And  left  thee  there  ;  where  thou  didft  vent  thv  groans 
As  faft  as  mill-wheels  ftrike  :  Then  was  this'ifland 
(Save  for  the  fon  that  ihe  did  litter  here, 
A  freckled  whelp,  hag-born),  not  honoured  with 
A  human  ftiape. 

u/^ri.  Yes;   Caliban  h^v  {on. 
Pro.  Dull  thing,  I  fayfo;  he,  that  Caliban, 
Whom  now  I  keep  in  fervice.     Th(;u  beft  know'ft 
What  torment  I  did  find  thee  in  :  thy  groans 
Did  make  wolves  howl,  and  penetrate  the  breafts 
Of  ever-angry  bears  ;  it  was  a  torment 
To  lay  upon  the  damn'd,  which  Sycorax 
Could  not  again  undo  ;  it  was  mine  art. 
When  I  arriv'd,  and  heard  thee,  that  made  gape 
The  pintf,  and  let  thee  out. 
j4ri.  I  thank  thee,  mafter. 

Pro.  If  thou  more  murmur'ft,  I  will  rend  an  oak^ 
And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  entrails,  till 
Thou  haft  howl'd  away  twelve  winters. 

j^ri.  Pardon,  mafter : 
I  will  be  correfpondent  to  command, 
And  do  my  fpiriting  gently. 

Pro.  Do  io ;  and  after  two  days 
I  ^ill  difcharge  thee. 

Jri.  That's  my  noble  mafter  ! 
What  fhall  I  do  ?  fay  what  ?  what  fhall  I  do  ? 
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,  Pro.  Go  make  thyfelf  like  to  a  nymph  o'  tlie  fea : 
Be  fubje6l  to  no  fight  but  thine  and  mine ;  invilible 
To  every  eye-ball  elfe.     Go,  take  this  ihape, 
And  hither  come  in  it  :  go,  hence,  with  diligence. 

^Exit  ArieLo 
Awake,  dear  heart,  awake  !  thou  haft  flept  well ; 
Awake ! 

Afira,  The  ftrangenefs  of  your  ftory  put 
Heavinefs  in  me. 

Pro,  Shake  it  ofF:  come  on  ; 
We'll  vifit  Caliban^  my  Have,  who  never 
Yields  us  kind  anfwer. 

Afira.  'Tis  a  villain,  fir, 
I  do  not  love  to  look  on. 

Pro.  But,  as  'tis. 
We  cannot  mifs  him  :  he  does  make  our  fire, 
Fetch  in  our  wood  ;  and  ferves  in  offices 
That  profit  us.     What  ho  !  ilave    Caliban! 
Thou  earth,  thou  !   fpeak. 

Cal.  [Within.)  There's  wood  enough  within. 

Pro,  Come  forth,  I  fay  ;  there's  other  bufinefs  for  thee 
Come,  thou  tortoife  I  when  ? 

Enter  Ariel  like  a  PFater-NympJu 

Fine  apparition  !   My  quaint  Ariel, 

Hark  in  thine  ear. 

Jri.  My  lord,  it  ihail  be  done.  • -->  [Exit, 

Pro.  Thou  poifonous  Have,  got  by  the  devil  himfelf 

Upon  thy  wicked  dam,  come  forth  ! 

£;z/^r  Caliban. 

Cal..  As  wicked  dew,  as  e'er  my  mother  brufii'd 
With  raven's  feather  from  unv>^]ioIefom  fen, 
X)rop  on  you  both  !   a  fouth  weft  blow  on  ye, 
And  blifter  you  all  o'er  ! 

Pro.  For  this,  be  fure,  to-night  thou  ihalt  have  cramps, 
Side-ftitches  that  fhali  pen  thy  breath  up  ;  urchins 
Shall,  for  that  vaft  of  night  that  they  may  work. 
All  exercife  on  thee  :  thou  Ihalt  be  pinch'd 
As  thick  as  honey-combs,  each  pinch  more  ftinging 
Thaifbees  that  made  'em. 
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Cai.  I  muft  eat  my  dinner. 
This  ifland's  mine,  by  Sycorax  my  mother, 
Which  thou  tak'ft  from  me.     When  thou  cam  it  firft, 
Thou  ftroak'dft  me,  and  mad'ft  much  of  me ;  would  give  me 
Water  with  berries  in't ;  and  teach  me  how 
To  name  the  bigger  light,  and  how  the  lefs, 
That  burn  by  day  and  night :  and  then  I  lov'd  thee. 
And  ihew'd  thee  all  the  qualities  o'  the  ifle, 
The  freih  fprings,  brine-pits,  barren  place,  and  fertile; 
Curs'd  be  I,  tliat  I  did  fo  !— All  the  charms 
Of  Sycorax,  toads,  beetles,  bats,  light  on  you  ! 
Fori  am  all  the  fubje^s  that  you  have, 
Who  firft  was  mine  own  king ;  and  here  you  fty  mc 
In  this  hard  rock,  while  vou  do  keep  from  me 
The  reft  of  the  illand. 

Pro.  Thou  moft  lying  flave. 
Whom  ftripes  may  move,  not  kindnefs :  I  have  us'd  thee, 
Filth  as  thou  art,  with  human  care  ;  and  lodg'd  thee 
In  mine  own  cell,  till  thou  didft  feek  to  violate 
The  honour  of  my  child. 

Cal.  Oh  ho,  ho  ho  I— Would  it  had  been  done ! 
Thou  didft  prevent  me ;  I  had  peopled  elfe 
This  ifle  with  Calibans. 
Pro.  Abhorred  flave  j 
Which  any  print  of  goodnefs  will  not  take, 
Being  capable  of  all  ill !  I  pitied  thee, 
Took  pains  to  make  thee  fpeak,  taught  thee  each  hour 
One  thing  or  other  :  when  thou  didft  not,  favage, 
Know  thy  own  meaning,  but  would'ft  gabble  like 
A  thing  more  brutifti,  I  endowM  thy  purpofes 
With  words  that  made  them  known'.  But  thy  vile  race, 
Though  thou  did'ft  learn,  had  that  in't  which  gcod  natures 
Could  not  abide  to  be  with  ;  therefore  waft  thou 
Defervedly  confin'd  into  tliis  rock, 
Who  hadft  deferv'd  more  than  a  prifon. 

Cal.  You  taught  me  language;  and  my  profit  on't 
Is,  I  know  how  to  curfe :  Ihe  red  plague  rid  you, 
For  learning  me  your  language  ! 

Pro.  Hag-feed,  hence ! 
Fetch  us  in  fewel ;  and  be  quick,  tliou  w^er't  beft, 
To  anfwer  other  buftnefs.     Shrug'ft  thou  malice.? 
If  thou  negle<5t'ft,  oi  doft  unwillingly 
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What  I  command,  I'll  rack  thee  with  old  cramps; 
Fill  all  thy  hones  with  aches  ;  make  thee  roar, 
That  beads  Ihall  tremble  at  thy  din. 

Cal.  No  'pray  thee  ! — 
I  muft  obey:  his  art  is  of  fuch  power,  [A/tdc, 

It  would  control  my  dam's  god,  SeteboSf 
And  make  a  vafTal  of  him. 

Pro,  So,  flave;  hence  I  [Ea:// Caliban* 

Enter  Fe  R  D I N  A  N  D  ^^  f //^  remoteflpart  ofthejlage,  and  Ar  IE  L 
invi/ible,  playing  ctndjtnging^ 

Ariel's  Song, 

Come  iinto  thefe  yellow  fands. 
And  then  take  hands : 
'  Court' Jied you  have,  and  kifs^df 

{The  wild  waves  whiljl) 
Foot  It  featly  here  and  there  \ 
And  fweet  fprites  the  burden  bear. 

Hark,  hark  / 
Bur.  Bowgh,  wowgh,  \difperfedly. 

The  watch-dogs  bark : 
Bur.  Bowgh,  wowgh. 

Hark,  hark  /   /  hear 
The  Jl  rain  of  /hutting  chanticleer 
Cry,  Cock-a-doodle-doo. 

Fer,  Where  fhould  this  mufic  be?  i'  the  air,  or  the  earth? 
It  founds  no  more' — and  fure,  it  waits  upon 
Some  god  of  the  ifland.     Sitting  on  a  bank. 
Weeping  again  the  king  my  father's  wreck. 
This  mufic  crept  by  me  upon  the  waters ; 
Allaying  both  their  fury,  and  my  palTion, 
With  its  fweet  air  ;  thence  I  have  follow'd  it, 
Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rather : — But  'tis  gone. 
No,  it  begins  again. 

Ariel's   Song. 

Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies. 

Of  his  bones  are  coral  made  ; 
Thofe  are  pearls,  that  were  his  eyes  : 

Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade^ 
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Both  doth  fuffer  a  fea-ckange. 
Into  fomething  rich  andjlrange, 
Sca-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell. 
Hark,  novj  I  hear  them,— -  ding-dong,  hell. 

[Burden,  ding-dong, 

Fer,  The  ditty  does  remember  nly  drown'd  father: — 
This  is  no  mortal  bizlinefs,  nor  no  found 
That  the  earth  ov/es:— I  hear  it  now  above  me. 

Pro,  The  fringed  curtains  of  thine  eye  advance, 
And  fay,  what  thou  feed  yond\ 

uMira.  What  is 't?  a  fpirit  ? 
Lord,  how  it  looks  about !  Believe  me,  {ir, 
II  carries  a  brave  form  ;— ^But  'tis  a  fpirit. 

Pro.  No,    wench ;    it  eats,    and  lleeps,    and  hath  fuch 
fenfes 
As  we  have  fuch  :  This  gallant,  which  thou  fee'ft. 
Was  in  the  wreck  ;  and,  biit  he's  fomething  ftain'd 
With  grief,  that's  beauty's  canker,  thou  might'ft  call  him 
A  goodly  perfon  :  he  hath  lofl  his  fellows, 
And  ftrays  about  to  find  them. 

Mira.  I  might  call  him 
A  thing  divine ;  for  nothing  natural 
I  ever  faw  fo  noble* 

Pro.  It  goes  on,  I  fee,  \_Ajide, 

As  my  foul  prompts  it: — Spirit,  fine  fpirit,  I'll  free  thee 
Within  two  days  for  this. 

Fer.  Moft  fure,  the  goddefs 
On  whom  thele  airs  attend  !— Vouchfafe,  my  prayer 
A'lay  know,  if  you  remain  upon  this  ifland : 
And  that  you  wnll  fome  mftru6lion  give, 
How  I  may  bear  me  here  ;  My  prime  requefl, 
Which  I  do  lafl:  pronounce,  is,  O  you  wonder  ! 
If  you  be  maid,  or  no  ? 

Mira.  No  wonddr,  Sir; 
But,  certainly  a  maidi 

Fer.  My  language  !  heavens  !  — 
I  am  the  heft  of  them  that  fpeak  this  fpeech. 
Where  I  but  where  'tis  fpoken. 

Pro.  How!  the  bed? 
W^hat  wert  thou,  if  the  king  of  Naples  heard  thee  ? 
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Fer.  A  fingle  thing,  as  I  am  now,  that  wondeiu 
To  hear  thee  fpeak  of  Naples:  He  does  hear  me; 
And,  that  he  does,  I  weep  :  myfelf  am  Naples  ; 
Who  with  mine  eyes,  ne'er  fmee  at  ebb,  beheld 
The  king  my  father  wreck'dy 

JUira.  Alack,  for  mercy  \ 

Fer.  Yes,  faith,  and  all  his  Lords  ;  the  duke  of  Milan, 
And  his  brave  fon  being  twain. 

Pro.  Tae  duke  of  Milan, 
And  his  more  braver  daughter,  could  controul  thee, 

If  now  'twere  fit  to  do  't : At  the  firft  fight 

{Jjide  to  Kv^lEL. 
They  have  chang'd  eyes  :•— Delicate  Ariel, 

I'll  fet  thee  free  for  this. A  word,  good  fir ; 

I  fear,  you  have  done  yourfelf  fome  wrong  r  a  word — 

Mira.    Why  fpeaks  my  father  fo  ungently  ?     This 
Is  the  third  man  that  I  e'er  faw ;  the  firft. 
That  e'er  I  figh'd  for :  pity  move  my  father 
To  be  inclin'd  my  way  ! 

Fer,  O,  if  a  virgin, 
And  your  affection  not  gone  forth,  I'll  make  yoir 
The  queen  of  Naples. 

Fro.  Soft,  Sir,  one  word  more. — 
They  are  both  in  either's  powers:  but  this  fwift bufinefs 
I  mull:  uneafy  make,  left  too  light  winning  \_JJide. 

Make  the  prize  light. — One  word  more  ;  I  charge  thee, 
That  thou  attend  me  :  thou  doft  here  ufurp 
The  name  thou  ow'ft  not ;  and  haft  put  thyfelf 
Upon  this  ifland,  as  a  fpy,  to  win  it 
From  me,  the  lord  on't. 

Fer.  No,  as  I  am  a  man. 

Mira.  There's  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  fuch  a  temple  ; 
If  the  ill  fpirit  have  fo  fair  an  houfe, 
Good  things  will  ftrive  to  dwell  with't. 

Pro.  [To  Fred, 1,  Follow  me.— 
Speak  not  you  for  him  ;  he's  a  traitor. — Come, 
I'll  manacle  thy  neck  and  feet  together : 
Sea-water  ihalt  thon  drink,  thy  food  fhall  be 
The  frefh-brook  mufcles,  wither'd  roots,  and  hullis 
Wherein  the  acorn  cradled  :  Follow, 


fEMPST,  19 

Fcr.  No; 
I  will  leiift  fuch  entertainment,  'till 
Min  z  enemy  has  more  power.  [He  draivsc 

Mir  a,  O  dear  father, 
Make  not  too  ralli  a  trial  of  him,  for 
He's  gentle,  and  not  fearful. 

Pro.  What,  I  fay, 
My  foot  my  tutor  ? — put  thy  fword  up,  traitor  ; 
WJio  mak'f}:  a  ihew,  but  dar'ft  not  ftrike,  thy  confcience 
Is  fo  poiTefs'c]  with  guilt :  come  from  thy  ward  ; 
For  I  can  here  difarm  thee  with  this  ftick. 
And  make  thy  weapon  drop* 
Jlfira.  Belecch  you  father! 
Pro.  Hence  ;  hang  not  on  my  garments^ 
]\4ira.  Sir,  have  pity; 
I'll  he  his  furety. 

Pro.   Silence:  one  word  more 
Shall  make  me  chide  thee,  if  not  hate  thee.     What^ 
An  advocate  for  an  impoilor  ?  hufh  I 
Thou  think'ft,  there  are  no  more  fuch  ihapes  as  he. 
Having  feen  but  him  and  Caliban  ;  Foolilh  wench  1 
To  the  mod  of  men  this  is  a  CalibaUy 
And  they  to  him  are  angels. 

Mir  a.   My  affedions 
Are  then  mofl:  humble ;  I  have  no  ambition 
To  fee  a  goodlier  man. 

Pro.  Come  on;  obey;  \Tq  Fetdinand, 

Thy  nerves  are  in  their  infancy  again, 
And  have  no  vigour  in  them^ 

Fer.  So  they  are :  . 

My  fpirits,  as  in  a  dream,  are  all  bound  up. 
My  father's  lofs,  the  w^eaknefs  which  I  feel, 
The  wreck  of  all  my  friends,  or  this  man's  threats^ 
To  whom  I  am  fubdu'd,  are  but  light  to  me, 
Might  I  but  through  my  prifon  once  a  day 
Behold  this  maid :  all  corners  elfe  o'  the  earth 
Let  liberty  make  ufe  of;  fpace  enough 
Have  T,  in  fuch  a  prifon. 

Pro.  It  works : Gome  on. 

[To  Ariel\  Thou  haft  done  well,  fine  Ariel  f^^Folloy^  me^ 
Hark,  what  thou  elfe  fhalt  do  me. 
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Afira.  Be  of  comfort ; 
My  father's  of  a  better  nature,  Sir, 
Then  he  appears  by  Ipeech  ;  this  is  unwonted, 
Which  now  came  from  him. 

Fro.    Thou  ihalt  be  as  free  To  ArieL. 

As  mountain  winds :   but  then  exa6lly  do 
All  points  o(  my  command. 

^ri.  To  the  fy liable. 

Pro.  Come,  follow:  Speak  not  for  him.            [Exeunt, 
%„ , ..^ -.  .  ... 

JCT  IL— SCENE  I. 

Another  part  of  the  IJland.     Enter  Alonso,   Sebastian, 
Anthonio,    Gonzalo,     Adrian,     Francisco, 

and  others, 

Gonzalo, 

BESEECH  yotr,  Sir,  be  merry:  you  have  caufe 
(So  have  we  all)  of  joy  ;  for  our  efcape 
Is  nauch  beyond  our  lofs  :  Our  hint  of  woe 
Is  common  ;  every  day^  fome  failor's  wife. 
The  rnailer  of  fome  merchant,  and  the  merchant. 
Have  juO:  our  theme  of  woe  :  but  for  the  miracle, 
i  mean  our  prefervation,  few  in  miUions 
Can  fpeak  like  us :  then  widely,  good  Sir,  weigh 
Our  forrow  with  our  comfort. 

ALon.  Pr^ythee,  peace. 

Seb.  He  receives  comfort  like  cold  porridge. 

j4nt.  The  vifitor  wiH  not  give  him  o'er  fo. 

Seh.  Look,  he's  winding  up  the  watch  of  his  wit: 
by  and  by  it  will  ftrike. 

Gon.  Sir, — 

Seh.  One: TelL 

Gon.  When  every  grief  is  entertainM,  that's  oiFer'd, 
Comes  to  the  entertainer 

Seb,  A  dollar. 

Gon.  Dolour  comes  to  him,  indeed  ;  you  have  fpoken 
truer  than  you  propos'd. 

Seb.    You    have    taken    k    wifer  than  I  meant  you 
would. 

Therefore,  my  lord, 

/^nt»  Fie,  what  a  fpend-thrift  is  be  of  his  tongue! 
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Jlon,  I  pr'ythee,  fpare. 

Gon.  Well,  I  have  done;  But  yet 

Sel;.  He  will  be  talking. 

.^«/.  Which  of  them,  he,  or  Adrian^  for  a  good 
wager,  firft  begins  to  crow? 

Seb.  The  old  cock. 

//«/.  The  cockrel. 

Seb.  Done :  the  wager  ? 

Ant.  A  laughter. 

Seb.  A  match. 

Mr.  Though  this  ifland  feem  to  be  defert,— 

Seb,  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Ant,  So,  you've  pay'd. 

Adr,  Uninhabitable,  and  almoft  Inacceflible.— 

Seb,  Yet, 

Jdr,   Yet 

Ant,  He  could  not  mifs't, 

Adr.  It  muft  needs  be  of  fubtlle,  tender,  and  delicate 
temperance 

Ant,  Temperance  was  a  delicate  wench. 

Seb,  Ay,  and  a  fubtile;  as  he  moft  learnedly  delivered. 

j^dr.  The  air  breaths  upon  us  here  moft  fwietly 

Seb,  As  if  it  had  lungs,  and  rotten  ones. 

Ant.  Or,  as  'twere  perfum'd  by  a  fen. 

Gon.  Flere  is  every  tiling  advantageous  to  life. 

Ant.  True ;  fave  means  to  live. 

Seb.  Of  that  there's  none,  or  little. 

Gon,  How  lufh  and  lufty  the  grafs  looks?  how  green? 

Ant.  The  ground,  indeed,  is  tawny. 

Seb.  With  an  eye  of  green  in't. 

Ant,  He  miffes  not  much. 

Seb.  No ;  he  doth  but  miftake  the  truth  totally. 

Gon,  But  the  rarity  of  it  is   (which  is,    indeed,    almofl 
beyond  credit) — 

Seb.  As  many  vouch'd  rarities  are — 

Gon.  That  our  garments,  being,  as  they  were,  drench'd 
in  the  fea,  hold  notwithftanding  their  frelhnefs,  and 
gloffes;  being  rather  new  dy'd,  ihaa  ftain'd  with  falt- 
water. 

Ant,  If  but  one  pf  his  pockets  could  fpcak,  would 
it  not  fay,  he  lies  ? 
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S>eh.  Ay,  or  very  falfely  pocket  up  bis  report. 

Gun,  Methinks,  our  garments  are  now  as  frefh  as  wheri 
we  put  them  on  firfh  in  Airick,  at  the  marriage  of  the 
king's  fair  daughter  Ckitibel  to  the  king  of  Tunis. 

Seb.  'Twas  a  fweet  marriage,  and  we  profper  well  in 
pur  return. 

j^dr.  Tunis  was  never  grac'd  before  with  fuch  a  pa- 
ragon to  their  queen. 

Gon,  Not  fmce  widow  Dido\  time. 

Jnt.  Widow?  a  pox  o'  that!  How  came  that  widow 
in  ?  Widow  Dido  ! 

Scb.  What  if  he  had  faid,  widower  ^«(?^s  too?  good 
lord,  how  you  take  it ! 

Jdr.  Widow  Dido,  faid  you  ?  you  make  me  ftudy  of 
l^hat:  fhe  was  of  Carthage,  not  of  Tunis, 

Gon,  This  Tunis,  fir,  was  Carthage, 

Adr,   Carthage. 

Gon.  I  aflure  you,  Carthage, 

Ant.  His  word  is  more  than  the  miraculous  barp. 

Scb.  He  hath  rais'd  the  wall,  and  houfes  too. 

Ant.  W^hat  impolfible  m.atter  will  he  make  eafy  next  ? 

Seb.  1  think,  he  will  cany  this  ifland  home  in  his 
pocket,  and  give  it  his  fon  tor  an  apple. 

Ant.  And,  fowing  the  kernels  of  it  in  the  fea,  bring 
forth  more  iilands. 

Gon.  Ay? 

Ant.  Why,  in  good  time. 

Gon.  Sir,  we  were  talking,  that  our  garments  feerq 
iaOw  as  frerti,  as  when  we  were  at  Tunis  at  the  marriage 
of  your  daughter,  who  is  now  queen.. 

Ayii.  And  the  rareft  that  e'er  came  there. 

Seb.  'Bate,  I  befecch  you,   widow  Dido. 

Ant.  O,  widow  D/VcJ;  ay,  \v\Ao\n  Dido. 

Gon.  Is  not,  fir,  my  doublet,  as  fielh  as  the  firfl  day  I 
wore  it?  I  mean,  in  a  fort. 

Ant.  That  fort  was  well  fifli'd  for. 

Gon.   When  I  wore  it  at  your  daughter's  marriage? 

Alon.  You  cram  thefe  words  into  mine  ears,  againft 
The  ftomach  of  my  fenfe:  'Would  I  had  never 
Marry 'd  my  daughter  there !  for,  coming  thence, 
My  fon  is  Aoft  j  und,  in  my  rate,  Ihe  too, 
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Who  IS  fo  far  from  Italy  removM, 
I  ne'er  again  fliall  fee  her.     O  thou  mine  heir 
Of  Naples  and  of  Milan,  what  ftrange  fifh 
Hath  made  his  meal  on  thee! 

Fran.  Sir,  he  may  live; 
I  faw  him  heat  the  furges  under  him, 
And  ride  upon  their  backs ;  he  trod  the  water. 
Whofe  enmity  he  flung  afide,  and  breafted 
The  furge  moft  fwoln  that  met  him:  his  bold  head 
'Eove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oar'd 
Himfelf  with  his  good  arms  in  lufty  flroke 
To  the  iliore,  that  o'er  his  wave-worn  bafis  bow'd, 
As  {looping  to  relieve  him:  I  not  doubt. 
He  came  alive  to  land. 
^ion.  No,  no,  he's  gone* 

Sel;.  Sir,  you  may  thank  yourfelf  for  this  great  lofs; 
That  would  not  blefs  our  Europe  with  your  daughter, 
But  rather  lofe  her  to  an  African; 
Where  {he,  at  leaft,  is  banilh'd  from  your  eye 
Who  hath  caufe  to  wet  the  grief  on' t. 
^ion.  Pry'thee,  peace, 

Sel?.  You  were  kneel'd  to,  and  importun'd  othcrwifc 
By  all  of  us ;  and  the  fair  foul  herfelf 
Weighed,  between  lathnefs  and  obedience,  at 
Which  end  the  beam  fhould  bow.     We  have  lo{l:  vour  fon, 
I  fear,  for  ever:  Milan  and  Naples  have 
More  widows  in  them  of  this  bufmefs'  making, 
Then  v^'e  bring  men  to  coratort  them ;  the  fault's 
Your  own. 

^lon.  So  is  the  dearefl:  o'  the  lofs. 
■Gon.  My  lord  Seba{lian, 
The  truth  you  fpeak  doth  lack  foiTKC  gentlenefs. 
And  a  time  to  fpeak  it  in  :  you  rub  the  fore, 
When  you  fhould  bring  the  plaifter. 
Self.  Very  well. 
j^fit.  And  moft  chirurgeonly. 
Gon.  It  is  foul  wheather  in  us  all,  good  {ir, 
When  you  are  cloudy. 
Self.  Foul  weather? 
j^nt.  Very  foul. 
GoK.  Ha4  I  the  plantation  of  this  i{le,  my  lord,— 

B4 
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Ayit,  He'd  fow't  with  nettle-feed. 

Scb,  Or  docks,  or  rnallows, 

Gon.  And  were  the  king  of  it,  what  would  I  do? 

Seb,  'Scape  being  drunk,  for  want  of  wine. 

Gon.  V  the  CO iiunon wealth,  I  would  by  contraries 
Execute  all  things:  for  no  kind  of  traffick 
Would  I  admit ;  no  name  of  magiftrate  , 
Letters  lliould  not  be  known  ;  riches,  poverty, 
And  ufe  of  fervice,  none  ;  contrail:,  fucceffion. 
Bourn,  bound  of  land,  tilth,  vineyard,  none ; 
No  ufe  of  metal,  corn,  or  wine,  or  oil : 
No  occupation;  all  men,  idie  all, 
And  women  too,  but  innocent  and  pure : 
No  fovereignty. 

Seb.  And  yet  he  would  be  king  on't. 

Ant,  The  latter  end  of  his  commonwealth  forget* 
the  beginning. 

Gon.  All  things  in  common  nature  fliould  produce? 
Without  fweat  or  endeavour:  treafon,  felony. 
Sword,  pike,  knife,  gun,  or  need  of  any  engine, 
Would  I  not  have ;  but  nature  fhould  bring  forth, 
Of  its  own  kind,  all  foizon,  all  abundance 
To  feed  my  innocent  people. 

Scb.  No  marrying  'mong  his  fubje6ls  ? 

Ant.  None,  man:  all  idle;  whores,  and  knaves. 

Gon,  I  would  with  fuch  perfedlion  govern,  Sir, 
To  excel  the  goldeii  age. 

Scb.  'Save  his  majeify  ! 

ApJ.  Long  live  Gonzalo  ! 

Gon.  And,  do  you  mark  me.  Sir  I 

Alon.  Pr'ylhee,  no  more ;  thou'-dofl:  talk  nothing  to  m?, 

Gon.  I  do  well  believe  your  highnefs;  and  did  it  to 
minifter  occafion  to  thefe  gentlemen,  who  are  of  fuch 
fenfible  and  nimble  lungs,  that  they  always  ufe  to  laugh  at 
liothing. 

Ant.  'Twas  you  we  |augh'd  at. 

Gon,  Who,  in  this  kind  of  merry  fooling,  am  nothing 
to  you:  fo  you  may  continue,  and  laugh  at  nothing  ftill, 

Ant.  What  a  blow  was  there  given  ? 

Scb.  And  it  had  not  fallen  flat-Ion^:, 
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Gon.  You  are,  gentleaien,  of  brave  metal ;  you  would 
lift  the  moon  out  of  her  fphere,  if  ihe  would  continue  in  it 
five  weeks  without  changing. 


Enter  Ariel,  playing  folemn  Muji( 


ic. 


Seb.  We  would  fo,  and  then  go  a  bat-fowling. 
jint.   Najs  mv  good  lord,  be  not  angry. 
Gon.  No,  I  warrant  you ;    I  will  not  adventure  my  dif- 
jcretion  fo  weakly.     Will  you  laugh  me  afleep,    for  I  am 
very  heavy  ? 

Jnt.  Go,  fleep,  and  hear  us. 

[GoNZ.  Adr.  Fra,  &c.  Jleeps. 
Alon.  What  all  fo  foon  afleep  !   I  wifli  mine  eyes 
Would,  with  themfelves,  fhut  up  my  thoughts :  I  find 
They  are  inclin'd  to  do  fo. 

Seb,  Pleafe  you,  fir, 
Do  not  omit  the  heavy  oifer  of  it : 
|t  feldom  vifits  forrow  ;  wiien  it  doth> 
Jt  is  a  comforter. 

Ant,  W^e  two,  my  lord, 
Will  guard  your  perfon,  while  you  take  your  reft, 
^nd  watch  your  fafety. 

Alon.  Thank  you  :  Wond'r'ous  heavy 

[Alljleep  but  Seb.  and  A  NT, 
Seb.  What  a  flrange  drowfinefs  pofTeffes  them  ? 
Ant,  It  is  the  quality  o'  the  climate. 
Seb,  Why 
Dotii  it  not  then  our  eye-lids  fink  ?  I  find  not 
Myfelf  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

Ant,  Nor  I ;  my  fpirits  are  nimble. 
They  fell  together  all,  as  by  confent ; 
They  dropp'd,  as  by  a  thunder-ilroke.     What  might. 
Worthy  ScbajUan  P — O,  what  might  ? — No  more  :-^ 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  fee  it  in  thy  face, 
What  thou  fhould'fl  be  :  the  occafion  fpeaks  thee  ;  aqcj 
My  (Irong  imagination  fees  a  crown 
Propping  upon  thy  head. 

Seb.  What,  art  thou  waking? 
Ant.  Do  you  not  hear  me  fpeak? 
Seb.  I  do ;  and,  furely, 
|t  js  a  fleepy  language  !  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
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Out  of  thy  fleep  :   What  is  it  thou  didfl:  fay  ? 

This  is  a  ftrange  repoic.  to  he  afleep 

With  eyes  wide  open :  ilanding,  fpeaking,  moving ; 

And  yet  fo  fail  afleep. 

Ant,  Noble  Schaftian. 
Thou  let^ft  thy  fortune  deep,. die  rather  ;  wink'ft 
While  thou  art  waking. 

Seh.  Thoudoft  fnorediftinaiy; 
There's  meaning  in  thy  fnores. 

Ant.  I  am  more  ferious  than  my  cuftom;  you 
Mufl:  be  fo  too,  if  heed  me;  which  to  do, 
Trebles  thee  o'er. 

Seb.  Well ;  I  am  Hafiding  water. 

j4nt.  rU  teach  you  how  to  flow. 

Seh,  Do  fo  ;  to  ebb, 
Hereditary  floth  inftru^ls  me. 

Am,  O, 
If  you  but  knew,  how  you  the  purpofe  cherifh, 
Whilft  thus  you  mock  it .'  how,  in  dripping  it, 
You  more  invett  it !   Ebbing  men,  indeed, 
Moft  often  do  fo  near  the  bottom  run. 
By  their  own  fear  or  floth, 

Seb.  Pr'y thee,  fay  on ; 
The  fetting  of  thine  eye,  and  check,  proclaim 
A  matter  from  thee  ;  and  a  birth,  indeed, 
Wiiich  throes  thee  much  to  yield. 

Ant,  Thus,  Sir: 
Although  this  lord  of  weak  remembrance,  this, 
(Who  ihall  be  of  as  little  memoiy. 
When  he  is  earth'd  (hath  here  almoft  pcrfuaded 
(For  he's  a  fpirit  of  perfuafion,  only 
ProfeflTes  to  perfuade)  the  king,  his  fon's  alive  j 
'Tis  as  impoflTibie  that  he's  undrown'd. 
As  he  that  fleeps  here,  fwims. 

Seh.  I  have  no  hope, 
That  he's  undrown'd. 

Ant.  O,  out  of  that  no  hope. 
What  great  hope  have  vou !  no  hope,  that  way,  is 
Another  way  fo  high  an  hope,  that  even 
Ambition  cannot  pierce  a  wink  beyond, 
But  doubts  difcovery  there.     Will  you  grant  with  me, 
That  Ferdinand  is  drown'd  } 
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Seb,  He's  gone. 

J}it.  Then,  tell  me, 
Wiio's  the  next  heir  of  Naples  ? 

Seb.  ClaribeL  ^ 

Ant,  She  that  is  queen  of  Tunis;  flie  that  dwells 
Ten  leagues  beyond  man's  life ;  flie  that  from  Naples 
Can  have  no  note,  unlefs  the  fun  were  poll:, 
(The  man  i'  the  moon's  too  flow)  till  new-born  chins 
Be  rough  a»id  razorable ;  flie,  from  whom 
We  were  all  fea-fwailow'd,  though  fome  caft  again; 
And,  by  that  deftiny,  to  perform  an  acl", 
Whereof  what's  pad  is  prologue;  what  to  come. 
In  yours,  and  my  difcharge. 

Seb.  W~hat  ftufF  is  this  ? — How  fay  you  ? 
'Tis  true,  my  brother's  daughter's  queen  of  Tunis : 
So  is  fhe  heir  of  Naples;  'twixt  which  regions 
There  is  fome  fpace. 

Ant.  A  fpace,  whofe  very  cubit 
Seems  to  cry  out.  How  JJiail  that  Claribcl 
IvTcafure  lis  back  to  Naples  P — Keep  in  Tunis, 
And  let  Sehafi'ian  wake ! — Say,  this  were  death 
That  now  hath  feized  them  ;  why  they  were  no  worfc 
Than  now  they  are  :  There  be  that  can  rule  Naples, 
As  well  as  he  that  ileeps;  lords,  that  can  prate 
As  amply,  and  unneceflarily. 
As  this  Gonxalo-^  1  myfelf  could  make 
A  chough  of  as  deep  chat.     O,  that  you  bore 
The  miiid  that  I  do  I  what  a  fleep  were  this 
For  your  advancement  I     Do  you  underfland  me  ? 

Seb.  Methinks,  I  do. 

Ant.  And  how  does  your  content 
Tender  your  own  good  fortune? 

Seb.  1  remember 
You  did  fupplant  your  brother  Profpero, 

Ant.  True; 
And,  look  how  well  my  garments  fit  upon  me; 
Much  feater  than  before  :  My  brother's  fervants 
Were  then  my  fellows,  now  they  are  my  men. 

Seb,  But,  for  your  confcience 

Ant.  Aye,  Sir  ;  where  lies  that  ?  if  it  were  a  kybe, 
'Twould  put  me  to  my  flipper:  But  I  feel  not 
ybis  deity  in  my  bofom ;  twenty  confciences, 
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1  hat  Hand  'twixt  me  and  Milan,  candyM  be  they, 
And  melt,  e'er  they  moleft.     Here  lies  your  brother^ 
No  better  than  the  earth  he  lies  upon, 
If  he  were  that  which  now  he's  like,  that's  dead ; 
Whom  I  with  this  obedient  fteel,  three  inches  of  it, 
Can  lay  to  bed  for  ever  :  whiles  you,  doing  thus, 
To  the  perpetual  wink,  for  ay  might  put 
This  ancient  morfel,  this  Sir  Prudence,  who 
Should  not  upbraid  our  courfe.     For  all  the  refl:, 
They'll  take  fuggeftion,  as  a  cat  laps  miik ; 
They'll  tell  the  clock  to  any  bufinefs  that 
We  fay  befits  the  hour. 

Seb!  Thy  cafe,  dear  friend, 
Shall  be  my  precedent ;  as  thou  got'fl  Milan, 
I'll  come  by  Naples.     Draw  thy  fword :  one  ftrokc 
Shall  free  thee  from  the  tribute  which  thou  pay'll  : 
And  I  the  king  fhall  love  thee. 

.Ant.  Draw  together  : 
And  when  I  rear  my  liand,  do  you  the  like 
To  fall  it  on  Gonzalo. 

Seb,  Oh,  but  one  word.  {They  conv erf e  apart. 

Enter  Ariel,  with  Mufc  and  Song. 

Art.  My  mafler  through  his  art  forfees  the  danger, 
That  you,  his  friend,  are  in  ;  and  fends  me  forth 
(For  elfe  his  projedt  dies)  to  keep  them  living. 

\_Sings  in  Go'iiZ Al.0^^  Ear. 

While  you  here  do  fnoring  //V, 
Open-cyd  confpiracy 

His  time  doth  take : 
If  of  life  you  keep  a  care. 
Shake  off  JIumber,  and  beware  : 
Awake  !  awake  I 
Ant.  Then  let  us  both  be  fudden. 
Gon.  Now,  good  angels,  preferve  the  king ! 

[  They  wake. 
Alon.    Why,    how  now,    ho  1    awake  ?    Why  are  you 
drawn  ? 
Wherefore  this  ghaftly  looking  ? 
Gonr  What's  the  mattei  ? 
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Seh,  Whiles  we  flood  here  fecuring  your  repofe. 
Even  now,  we  heard  a  hollow  burft  of  bellowhig 
Like  bulls,  or  rather  lions  ;  did  it  not  wake  you  ? 
It  ftrook  mine  ear  moft  terribly. 

Jion.  1  heard  noticing. 

Jnt.  O,  'twas  a  din  to  fright  a  monfter's  car ; 
To  make  an  earthquake  !  fure,  'twas  ihe  roar 
Of  a  whole  heard  of  lions. 

j4Ion.  Heard  you  this,   Gon%a!o  P 

Gon.  Upon  my  honour.  Sir,  I  heard  a  humming. 
And  that  a  ftrange  one  too,  which  did  awake  me; 
I  fhak'd  vou,  Sir,  and  cry'd;  as  mine  eyes  open*d, 
I  faw  their  weapons  drawn: — there  was  a  noife, 
That's  verity:  'Tis  beft  we  ffcand  upon  our  guard; 
Or  that  we  quit  this  place:  let's  draw  our  weapons. 

Alon.  Lead  off  this  ground  ;  and  let's  make  furtlier  fearch 
For  my  poor  fon. 

Gon.  Heavens  keep  him  from  thefe  beafts ! 
For  he  is,  fure,  i'  the  ifland. 
j^lcn.  Lead  away. 
Jri.  Frofperoy  my  lord,  fhall  know  what  I  have  done. 

So  king,  gofafely  on  to  feek  thy  fon.  \Jixcunt. 

SCENE  IL 

Another    part    of  the    Ifla?id,      Enter    Caliban     iL-hh  a 
Burden  of  Wood :     A  JSofe  of  Thunder  heard. 

Cat.  All  the  infections  that  the  fun  fucks  up 
From  bogs,  fens,  flats,  on  Pro/per  fall,  and  make  him 
By  inch-meal  a  difeafe !   his  fpirits  hear  me, 
And  yet  1  needs  muft  curfe.     Eut  they'll  not  pinch. 
Fright  me  with  urchin  iliows,  pitcii  mei'  the  mire. 
Nor  lead  me,  like  a  fire-brand,  in  the  dark 
Out  of  my  way,  unlefs  he  bid  'em  ;  but 
For  every  trifle  they  are  fet  upon  me  : 
Sometime  like  apes,  that  moe  and  chatter  at  me, 
And  after,  bite  me ;  then  like  hedge -hogs,  which 
Lie  tumbling  in  my  bare-foot  way,  and  mount 
Their  pricks  at  my  foot-fall  \  fomedme  am 
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All  wound  with  adders,  who,  with  cloven  tongues^ 
Do  hifs  me  into  madnefs : — Lo !  now  !  lo  ! 

Enter  Trinculo. 

Here  comes  a  fpirit  of  his  ;  and  to  torment  me, 
For  bringing  wood  in  flowly:   I'll  fall  flat; 
Perchance,  he  will  not  mind  me. 

Trin.  Here's  neither  buih  nor  /hrub,    to  bear  ofF  any 
weather  at  all,  and  another  ftorm  brewing  ;    I  hear  it  fing 
i'  the  wind :  yond'  fame  black  cloud,  yond'  huge  one,  looks 
like  a  foul  bumbard  that  would   flied   his  liquor.     If  k 
fhould  thunder,  as  it  did  before,  I  know  not  where  to  hide 
ray  head  :    yond'  fame  cloud  cannot  chufe  but  fall  by  pail- 
fulls. — What  have  we  here  ?    a  man  or  a  fifti  ?     Dead  or 
alive  ?     A  filh  :    he  fmells  like  a  fifli ;    a  very  ancient  and 
ftih-like  fmell ;    a  kind  of,    not  of  the  neweft,    Poor-John, 
A  ftrange  fifh  !      Were  I  in, England  now  (as  once  I  was) 
and  had  but  this  fifh  painted,  not  a  holiday  fool  there  but 
would  give  a   piece  of  filver:    there  would  this  monfler 
make  a  man;  any  ftrange  beaft  there  makes  a  man:  whea 
they  will  not  give  a  doit  to  relieve  a  lame  beggar,  they  wilt 
lay  out  ten  to  fee  a  dead  Indian.     Legg'd  like  a  man  !  and 
his  fins  like  arms  !      Warm   o'  my  troth !  I  do  now  let 
loofe  my  opinion,  hold  it  no  longer;  this  is  no  fifh,  but  an 
iilander,  that  has  lately  fuffered  by  a  thunder-bolt.     Alas! 
the  ftorm  is  come  again :    my  beft  way  is  to  creep  under 
his  gaberdine;  there  is  no  other  fhelter  hereabout:    Mifery 
acquaints    a   man  with  ftrange  bed-fellows:    I  will    here 
(lirovvd,  till  the  dregs  of  the  ftorm  be  paft. 

Enter  Stefhau  o  Jinghig ;  a  Bottle  hi  his  Hand. 

Ste.  JJJiall  no  more  to  fea^  tofea, 
Here  Jhalt  I  die  a-Jhore^ — 

This  is  a  very  fcurvy  tune  to  ftng  at  a  man's  funeral: 
Well,  here's  my  comfort.  [Vrinks^ 

The  majler,  the  fwahher,  the  hoatfwaln  and  I, 

The  gunner  and  his  mate^ 
Lov^d  Mall,  Afeg,  and  Marian,  and  Alargery, 
But  none  of  us  car'' d  for  Kate : 
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For  /lie  had  a  tongue  with  a  tang. 

Would  cry  to  a  failor,   Go  hang  : 
She  lovd  hot  the  favour  of  tar  nor  of  pitch. 
Yet  a  t  ay  lor  might  [cratch  her  'where-c  er  Jhe  did  'itch  : 
Then  to  fca,  boysy  and  let  her  go  hang. 

This  is  a  fcurvy  time  too :     But  here's  my  eomfoit. 

[Drinks, 

Cal.  Do  not  torment  me :  Oh  ! 

Ste,  What's  the  matter  ?  Have  we  devils  here  ?  Do  yon 
put  tricks  upon  us  with  favages,  and  men  of  Inde  ?  tia  ? 
I  have  not  'fcap'd  drowning,  to  be  afraid  now  of  your 
four  legs  ;  for  it  hath  been  faid,  As  proper  a  man  as  ever 
went  upon  four  legs,  cannot  make  him  give  ground  :  and 
it  fhallbe  faid  fo  again,  while  Strcphano  breathes  at  noilirils. 

Cal.  The  fpirit  torments  me  :  Oh  ! 

Ste.  This  is  feme  monfter  of  the  ifle,  with  four  legs ; 
who  has  got,  as  I  take  it,  an  ague:  Where  the  dits'A 
fhould  he  learn  our  language?  I  will  give  him  fome  relief, 
if  it  be  but  for  that:  If  I  can  recover  him,  and  keep  hii?i 
tame,  and  get  to  Naples  with  him,  he's  a  prefent  for  any 
emperor  that  evertrod  on  neats-leather. 

Cal.  Do  not  torment  ine,  pr'ythee;  I'll  bring  my  wood 
home  fafter. 

Ste.  He's  in  his  fit  now;  and  does  not  talk  after  tijc 
wifeft:  He  fhall  tafte  of  my  bottle:  if  he  never  drunk 
wine  afore,  it  will  go  near  io  remove  his  £t:  if  I  can 
recover  him,  and  keep  him  tame,  I  will  not  take  too 
much  for  him;  he  fhall  pay  for  him  that  hath  him,  anJ 
that  foundlv. 

Cal.  Thou  doft  me  yet  but  little  hurt ;  ihou  wilt  anon, 
I  know  it  by  thy  trembling:  now  Projpe-r  works  upoiY 
thee. 

Ste.  Come  on  your  ways;  open  your  mouth;  here  is 
that  which  will  give  language  to  you,  cat;  open  your 
mouth:  this  will  {hake  your  ffiaking,  I  can  tell  you,' and 
that  foundly ;  you  cannot  tell  who's  your  friend ;  open 
your  chaps  again. 

Trin.  I  fhould  know  that  voice  •     It  fliould  be, But 

he  is  drown'd  ;  and  thefe  are  devils  !  O !    defend  me  .— 
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Ste.  Four  legs,  and  two  voices ;  a  moft  delicate  mon-s 
Her!  His  forward  voice  now  is  to  fpeak  well  of  his 
friend;  his  hackward  voice  is  to  utter  foul  fpeecbes,  and 
to  detract.  If  all  the  wine  in  my  bottle  will  recover  him, 
I  will  iielp  iiis  ague:  Come — Amen:  I  will  pour  fome  ia 
thy  other  njouth. 
Trin.  Stcphano, — 

Ste.  Doth  thy  other  mouth  call  me  ?  Mercy !  mercy  ! 
This  is  a  devil,  and  no  monfter:  I  WiW  leave  him ;  I  have 
no  long  fpoon. 

Trin.  Stephano\ — if  thou  be'ft  Stephano,  touch  me, 
and  fpeak  to  me;  for  T  sunTrinculo; — be  not  afraid, — ■ 
thy  good  friend  Trinculo. 

Ste.  If  thou  be'ft  Trinculo,  come  forth;  Pll  pull  thee 
by  the  leiTer  legs ;  if  any  be  Trinculo's  legs,  thefe  are  they. 
Thou  art  very  Trinculo^  indeed:  How  cam'ft  thou  to  be 
the  fiege  of  this  moon-calf?-  can  he  vent  Trinculos? 

Trin.  I  took  him  to  be  kill'd  with  a  thunder-frroke:— • 
But  art  thou  not  drown'd,  Stephana  ?  I  hope  now,  thou 
art  not  drowned?  Is  tiie  Uorm  overblown?  1  hid  me 
under  the  dead  moon-calf's  gaberdine,  for  fear  of 
the  llorm:  And  art  thou  living,  Stephana  P  O  Stephanoy 
two  Neapolitans  TcapM ! 

Ste.  Pr'ythee,  do  not  turn  me  about;  my  ftomach  is  not 
conflant. 

CaL  Thefe  be  fine  things,  an  if  they  be  not  fprights. 
That's  a  brave  god,  and  bears  celeflial  liijuor: 
I  will  kneel  to  him. 

Sic.  How  did'ft  thou  'fcape?  How  camTc  thou  hither? 
fwear,  by  this  bottle,  how  thou  cam'fl  hither.  I  cfcap'd 
upon  a  butt  of  fack,  which  the  failors  heav'd  over-board, 
by  this  bottle  !  which  I  made  of  the  bark  of  a  tree,  with 
mine  own  hands,  lince  I  was  caft  ailiore. 

Cal.  I'll  fwear,  upon  that  bottle,  to  be  thy  true  fubje6t; 
for  the  liquor  is  not  earthly. 

Ste.  Here ;  fwear  then,  how  efcap'dft  thou  ? 

Tin.  Svvom  aihore,  man,  like  a  duck;  I  can  fwim  like 
a  duck,  I'll  be  fworn. 

Ste.  Here,  kifs  the  book :  Though  thou  can'flfwim  like 
a  duck,  thou  art  made  like  a  goofe. 

Trin.  O  Stephana^  haft  any  moie  of  this? 

Ste.  The  whole  butt,  man ;  my  cellar  is  in  a  rock  by 
the  fea-fide,  where  my  wine  is  hid.  How  now,  moou- 
calf?  how  does  thine  ague? 
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CaL  Haft  thou  not  dropt  from  heaven  ? 

Stc.  Out  o'  the  moon,  I  do  aiTuie  thee  :  T  was  the  man 
in  the  moon,  when  time  was. 

CaL  I  have  feen  thee  in  her,  and  I  do  adore  thee  :  my 
niiftrefs  ihew'd  me  thee,  and  thy  dog,  and  thy  bufh. 

Ste,  Come,  fwear  to  that ;  kifs  the  book  :  I  will  furniih 
it  anon  with  new  contents  :  fwear. 

Trin.  By  this  good  light  this  is  a  very  fliallow  monller: 
—  I  afraid  of  him? — a  very  weak  m.onfter: — Tne  man 
i*  the  moon! — a  moft  poor  credulous  monfter : — Well 
drawn,  monfter,  in  good  footh. 

CaL  I'll  fhew  thee  every  fertile  inch  o'  the  ifle;  ' 

And  I  will  kifs  thy  foot :  I  pr'ythee,  be  my  god. 

lYin.  By  this  light,  a  m.oft  perfidious  and  drunken 
monfter ;  when  his  god's  afleep,  he'll  rob  his  bottle. 

CaL  I'll  kifs  thy  loot;  I'll  fwear  myfelf  thy  fubjed. 

Ste.  Come  on  then  ;  down,  and  fwear. 

Trin.  I  fhall  laugh  myfelf  to  death  at  this  puppy-head^^d 
monfter:  A  moft  fcurvy  monfter!  I  could  find  in  my 
heart  to  beat  him — 

Ste.  Come,  kifs. 

Trin. But  that  the  poor  monfter's  in  drink ; 

An  abominable  monfter  ! 

CaL  I'll   fhew  thee   the   beft   fprings ;    I'll    pluck  thee 
berries ; 
I'll  fifti  for  thee,  and  get  thee  wood  enough. 
A  plague  upon  the  tyrant  that  I  ferve  ! 
I'll  bear  him  no  more  fticks,  but  follow  thee, 
Thou  wond'rous  man. 

Trin.  A  moft  ridiculous  monfter ;  to  make  a  wonder  of 
a  poor  drunkard. 

CaL  I  pr'ythee,  let  me  bring  thee  where  crabs  grow ; 
And  I  with  my  long  nails  will  dig  thee  pig-nuts  ; 
Shew  thee  a  jay's  neft,  and  inftruft  thee  how 
To  fnare  the  nunble  marraazet ;  I'll  bring  thee 
To  cluft'ring  filberds,  and  fometimes  I'll  get  thee 
Young  fcamels  from  the  rock :  Wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 

Ste.  I  pr'ythee  now,  lead  the  way,  w^ithout  any  more 
talking. —Trinculo,  the  king  and  all  our  company  being 
drown'd,  we  will  inherit  here. — Here  ;  bear  my  bottle  1 
Follow  Trinculo,  we'll  fill  him  by  and  by  again. 
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Cal.  [Sings  drunkeniy.]     Farevjel  majier  \  farewd 

farewel. 
Tr'in.  A  howling  monger;  a  drunken  monfter. 

Cal.   No  more  dams  Til  make  for  fiJJi ', 
Nor  fetch  in  firing 
At  requiring^ 

Nor  [crape  trencher^   nor  zvafJi  difJi\ 
Ban^  Ban  ^   Ca — Caliban^ 
Has  a  new  mafler — Get  a  new  man. 

Freedom,  hey-day!    hey-day,  freedom!    freedom,  hey-day, 
freedom  ! 
Stc.  O  brave  monfter !  lead  the  way.  \Exeunt, 


ACT  IIL     SCENE  L 

Before  Prospero's  Cell.     Enter  FERDINAND,  bearing 
a  Log. 

Ferdinand. 

\,  HERE  be  fome  fports  are  painful ;  but  their  labour 
Delight  in  them  fets  off:  fome  kinds  of  bafenefs 
Are  nobly  undergone;  and  moft  poor  matters 
Point  to  rich  ends.     This  my  mean  tafk 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me,  as  odious  ;  but 
The  miftrefs  which  1  ferve  quickens  what's  dead^ 
And  makes  my  labours  plealures:  O,  ihe  is 
Ten  times  more  gentle,  than  her  father's  crabbed; 
And  he's  compos'd  of  harlhnefs.     I  muft  remove 
Some  thoufands  of  thefe  logs,  and  pile  them  up, 
Upon  a  fore  injun£tion ;  My  fvt  eet  miftrefs 
Weeps  when  ihe  fee^  me  work  ;  and  fays,  fuch  bafenefs 
Had  ne'er  like  executor.     I  forget : 
^ut  thefe  fweet  thoughts  do  even  refrefh  my  labours; 
Moll:  bufy-lefs,  when  I  do  it. 


TEMPEST.  25 

Enter  Miranda,  and  Prospero  at  a  Blftance, 

Mir  J.  Alas,  now  !   pray  you, 
Work  not  fo  hard  :  I  would,  the  h'ghtning  had 
Burnt  up  thofe  logs,  that  you  are  enjoin'd  to  pile! 
Pray,  let  it  down,  and  reil  you  ;  when  this  burns, 
'Twill  weep  for  having  weary'd  you  :  My  father 
Js  haiii  at  ftudy  i  pray  now,  refl  yourfelf  j 
He's  fafe  for  thefe  three  hours. 

Fer,  O  moft  dear  miftreis, 
The  fun  will  fet  before  I  fhall  difcharge 
What  I  muft  ftrive  to  do. 

Mira,  If  you'll  fit  down, 
I'll  bear  your  logs  the  while:  Pray,  give  me  thct; 
ril  carry't  to  the  pile. 

Fer,  No,  precious  creature ; 
I  had  rather  crack  my  finews,  break  my  back, 
Than  you  ihould  fuch  di (honour  undergo, 
While  1  fit  lazy  by. 

M'lra.  It  would  become  me 
As  well  as  it  does  you  :  and  I  ihould  do  it 
With  much  more  eafe ;  for  my  good  will  is  to  it, 
And  yours  it  is  againft. 

Fro,  Poor  worm  thou  art  infe6led ; 
This  vifitation  jfhews  it. 

J\/fira.  You  look  wearily. 

Fer.  No,  noble  miftrefs  ;  'tis  frefh  morning  with  mc> 
When  you  are  by  at  night.     I  do  befeech  you 
(Chiefly  that  I  might  fet  it  in  my  prayers), 
What  is  your  name  ? 

Mira.  Miranda  : — O  my  father, 
1  have  broke  your*  heft  to  fay  fo  ! 

Fer.  Admir'd  Miranda ! 
Indeed,  the  top  of  admiration ;  worth 
What's  deareft  to  the  world;  Full  many  a  lady 
I  have  ey'd  with  heft  regard  ;  and  many  a  tii^ie 
The  harmony  of  their  tongues  hath  into  bondage 
Brought  my  too  diligent  ear  :  for  feveral  virtues 
Have  I  lik'd  feveral  women  ;  never  any 
With  fo  full  foul,  but  fome  defe6l  in  iier 
Did  quarrel  with  the  noblel^  prace  llie  ow'd, 
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And  put  It  to  the  foil :  But  you,  O  you, 
So  perfedl,  and  fo  peerleis,  are  created 
Of  every  creature's  bell. 

Mirn.  I  do  not  know 
One  of  my  fex  ;  no  woman's  face  remember, 
Save,  from  my  glafs,  mine  own ;  nor  have  I  fecn 
More  that  I  may  call  men,  than  you,  good  friend, 
And  my  dear  father :  how  features  are  abroad, 
I-am  fldllefs  of:  but  by  my  modefly, 
(Thejevi^el  in  my  dower),  I  would  not  wifh 
Any  companion  in  the  world  but  you  : 
Nor  can  imagination  form  a  fhape, 
Befides  yourfelf,  to  like  of:  But  I  prattle 
Something  too  wildly,  and  my  father's  precepts 
I  therein  do  forget. 

Fer.  I  am,  in  my  condition, 
A  prince,  Miranda;  I  do  think,  a  king; 
(I  would,  not  fo !)  and  would  no  more  endure 
This  wooden  flavery,  than  I  would  fufFer 
The  fleih-fly  blow  my  mouth. — Hear  my  foul  fpeak: — 
The  very  inftant  that  I  faw  you,  did 
My  heart  fly  to  your  fervice  ;  there  refides, 
To  make  me  ilave  to  it ;  and,  for  your  fake, 
Am  I  this  patient  log-man. 

J\4ira.  Do  you  love  me  ? 

Fer.  O  heaven,  O  earth,  bear  witnefs  to  this  found, 
.  And  crown  what  I  profefs  with  kind  event. 
If  I  fpeak  true;  if  hollowly,  invert 
What  bed  is  boded  me,  to  mifchief !   I, 
Beyond  all  limit  of  what  elfe  i'  the  world, 
Do  love,  prize,  honour  you. 

Mira.  I  am  a  fool, 
To  weep  at  what  I  am  glad  oft 

Fro.  Fair  encounter 
Of  two  mofl:  rare  afFedions  !  Heavens  rain  grace 
On  that  which  breeds  between  them  ! 

Fer.   Wherefore  weep  you  ? 

Mira.  At  mine  unworthinefs,  that  dare  not  offer 
What  I  defire  to  give  ;  and  much  Icfs  take, 
What  I  Hiall  die  to  want:  But  this  is  trifling; 
And  all  the  more  ii  feeks  to  hide  ilfelf, 
The  bigger  bulk  it  Ihews.     Hence  bailiful  cunning.' 
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And  prompt  me,  plain  and  holy  innocence  ! 
I  am  your  wife,  if  you  will  marry  me ; 
If  not,  I'll  die  your  maid :  to  be  your  fellow 
You  may  deny  me;  but  I'll  be  your  fervant. 
Whether  you  will  or  no. 

Fer.  My  miftrefs,  deareft, 
And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

Mira,  My  hufband  then  ? 

Fer.  Ay,  with  a  heart  as  willing 
As  bondage  e'er  of  freedom :  here's  my  hand. 

J\4'na.  And  mine,    with  mine  heart  in't:    and  now  fare- 
wel, 
Till  half  an  hour  hence. 

Fer,  A  thoufand,  thoufand  !  \Exeunt* 

Fro.  So  glad  of  this  as  they,  I  cannot  be, 
"Who  are  furpriz'd  with  all ;  bufe^my  rejoicing 
At  nothing  can  be  more.  ^  I'll  to  my  b(jok ; 
For  yet,  ere  fupper-time,  mull;  I  perform 
Much  bufinefs  appertaining.  \Exit* 


SCENE  11. 

Another  Fart  of  the  IJland.    Enter  Qki.i'&av,  Stephano, 
<2WTr[nculo,  with  a  Bottle, 

Ste,  Tell  not  me; — when  the  butt  is  out,  we  will  drink 
water ;  not  a  drop  before :  therefore  bear  up,  and  board 
e'm  :  Servant-monfter,  drink  to  me. 

Tr'in.  Servant-monfter  r  the  folly  of  this  ifland  !  They 
fay,  there's  but  five  upon  this  ille:  we  are  three  of  them; 
if  tbic  other  two  be  brain'd  like  us,  the  ftate  totters. 

Ste.  Drink,  fervant-monfter,  when  I  bid  thee ;  thy  eyes 
are  almoft  fet  in  thy  head. 

Trln.  Where  fhould  they  be  fet  elfe  ?  he  were  a  brave 
monfter  indeed,  if  they  were  fet  in  his  tail. 

Ste.  My  man-moiifter  hath  drown'd  his  tongue  in  fack  : 
for  my  part,  the  fea  cannot  drown  me  :  I  fwam,  e'er  I 
could  recover  the  fhore,  five-and-thirty  leagues,  offand  on, 
by  this  hght. — Thou  fhalt  be  my  lieutenant,  monfter,  or  my 
ilandard. 

Trin.  Your  lieutenant,  if  vou  lift  ;  he's  no  ftandard. 
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Ste.  V.^e'll  not  run,  monfieur  monfter. 

Trin.  Nor  go  neither:  but  you'll  lie,  like  dogsj  and 
yet  fay  norhing  neiuher. 

Ste.  Moon-calf,  ipeak  once  in  thy  life,  if  thou  be'fl  ^ 
good  moon-calf. 

Cal.  How  does  thy  honour?  Let  me  lick  thy  fhoe:  I'll 
not  ferve  him,  he  is  not  valiant. 

Tr'ni  Thou  ly'ft,  moft  ignorant  monfler;  I  am  in  cafe 
to  jiifile  a  cooftable:*  why,  thou  deboih'd  fifh  thou,  was 
there  ever  a  man  a  coward,  that  hath  drunk  fo  much  fack 
ss  I  to  day?  Wilt  thou  tell  a  monftrous  lie,  being  but  half 
a  fiili,  and  half  a  monfter  ? 

Cal.  Lo,  how  he  mocks  me;  wilt  thou  let  him,  my  lord? 

Trin.  Lord,  quoth  he  ! — that  a  monfter  iliouid  be  fuch 
a  natural ! 

Cal.  Lo,  lo,  again ;  bite  him  to  death,  I  pr'ythce. 

Ste.   Trincu'oy  keep  a  goo3  tongue  in  your  head  ;    if  you 

prove   a  mutineer,    the  next  tree The  poor  moniter's 

my  fubjedt,  and  he  fhall  not  fuffer  indignity. 

Cal.  I  thank  my  noble  lord,  \yiit  thou  be  pleas'd  to 
hearken  once  again  to  the  fuit  1  made  to  thee  ? 

Ste.  IVLrry  will  I :  kneel,  and  repeat  it ;  I  will  ftand, 
and  fo  ihail  Trinctilo, 

E'riier  Av.i^'L,  invijihle, 

Cal.  As  I  told  thee  before,  T  am  fubje6l  to  a  tyrant;  a 
forcerer,  that  by  his  cunning  hath  cheated  me  of  tl^e 
ilia  nd. 

Arl.   Thou  lyTc. 

Cal.  Thou  ly' ft,  thou  jefting  monkey,  thou; 
I  would,  my  valiant  mafter  would  deftroy  thee  : 
I  do  not  lie. 

Ste.  Trificulo.,  if  you  trouble  iiim  any  more  in  his  tale, 
by  thi3  hand,  I  will  fupplant  fome  of  your  teeth. 

Trin.   Why,  I  faid  nothing. 

Ste.  Mum  then,  and  no  more — [71?  Caliban]  Proceed, 

Cal.  1  fay,  by  forccry  he  got  t!iis  ifte; 
From  me  he  got  it.      If  thy  greatncfs  will 
Revenge  it  on  him  (for,  I'know,  thou  dar'ft. 

But  this  thing  dare  not ) 

Ste.  That's  inc  Q  certain.  ' 
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Cal  Thou  Ihalt  be  lord  of  it,  and  I'll  ferve  thee. 
Ste,  How  now  fhall  this  be  compafsM  ?  Canft  thou  bring 
me  to  the  party  ? 

Cal.  Yea,  yea,  my  lord ;  I'll  yield  him  thee  afleep, 
Where  thou  may'fl  knock  a  nail  into  his  head. 
Jri.  Thou  ly'ft,  thou  canft  not. 

Cal.   What  a  py'd  ninny's  this  ?   Thou  fcurvy  patch ! — 
I  do  befeech  thy  greatnels,  give  him  blows, 
And  take  his  bottle  from  him :  when  that's  gone. 
He  fhall  drink  nought  but  brine ;  for  I'll  not  fhew  him 
Where  the  quick  freihcs  are. 

Ste.  Trinculo.,  run  into  no  further  danger ;  interrupt  the 
monfter  one  word  further,  and,  by  this  hand,  I'll  turn 
my  mercy  out  of  doors,  and  make  a  ftock-fifh  of  thee. 

Tr'in,  Why,  what  did  I  ?  I  did  nothing  ;  I'll  go  further 
off. 

Ste.  Didft  thou  not  fay,  he  ly'd  ? 
4ri.  Thou  ly'ft. 

Ste.  Do  I  fo  ?  take  thou  that.  [^Beats  him. 

As  you  like  this,  give  me  the  lie  another  time, 

Trui.  I  did  not  give  thee   the  lie  : — Out  o'  your  wits, 

and  hearing  too? A  pox  of  your  bottle!    this  can  fack 

and  drinking  do. — A  murrain  on  your  monfter,    and  the 
devil  take  your  lingers  ! 
CaU  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ste.  Now,  forward  with  your  tale.  Pr'ythee  ftanJ 
further  oiF. 

Cal.  Beat  him  enough  :  after  a  little  time, 
I'll  beat  him  too. 

Ste.  Stand  further. — Come,  proceed. 
Cal.  Why,  as  I  told  thee,  'tis  a  cuftom  with  him 
r  the  afternoon  to  deep :  there  thou  may'ft  brain  him, 
Having  firft  feiz'd  his  books  ;  or  with  a  log 
Batter  his  Ikull,  or  paunch  him  with  a  ftake. 
Or  cut  his  wezaiid  with  thy  knife :  Remember, 
Firft  to  poflefs  his  books :  for  without  them 
He's  but  a  fot,  as  I  am  ;  nor  hath  not 
One  fpirit  to  command  :  They  all  do  hate  him. 
As  roo.edly  as  I ;  Burn  but  his  books ; 
He  hath  brave  utenfils  (for  fo  he  calls  them) 
Vv^hich,  when  he  has  an  houfe,  he'll  deck  withal, 
Al^d  that  moft  deeply  to  conftder,  is 
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The  beauty  of  his  daughter  ;  he  himfelf 

Calls  her,  a  non-pareii :  I  never  faw  a  woman. 

But  only  Sycorax  my  dam,  and  ihej 

But  fne  as  far  furpaffes  Sycorax^ 

As  greatefl:  does  leaf!:. 

Ste    Is  it  fo  brave  a  lafs  ? 

Cal.  Ay,  lord ;  fhe  will  become  thy  bed,  I  warrant, 
And  bring  thee  forth  brave  brood. 

Sie.  Monfter,  I  will  kill  this  man  :  his  daughter  and  I 
will  be  king  and  queen  (fave  our  graces  \)  and  Trinculo 
and  thyfelf  ihali  be  vice-roys : — Doft  thou  like  the  plot, 
Trinculo  ? 

Tr'in.  Excellent. 

5"/^.  Give  m.e  thy  hand ;  I  am  forry  I  beat  thee ;  but, 
while  thou  liv'ft,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  thy  head. 

CaL  Within  this  half  hour  will  he  be  alleep  ; 
Wilt  thou  deftroy  him  then  ?> 

Ste.  Ay,  on  mine  honour. 

Ar'i.  This  will  I  tell  my  mafter. 

Cal.  Thou  niak'ft  me  merry:  I  am  full  of  pleafure  ; 
Let  us  be  jocund  :  Will  you  troul  the  catch. 
You  taught  me  but  while-ere  ? 

Ste,  At  thy  requefl-,  monfler,  I  will  do  reafon,  any  rea- 
fon  :  Come  on,   Triyiculo^  let  us  fing.  [^Sings^ 

Flout  Vw,  andjkout  Vw,  andjkout  Vw,  and  flout  ''em ; 

Thought  is  free. 

Cal.  That's  not  the  tune.         [Ariel  plays  the  tune  on  a 

Ste.  What  is  this  fame  ?  \_tabor  and  pipe, 

Trin.  This  is  the  tune  of  our  catch,  play'd  by  the  picture 
of  no-body. 

Ste.  It  thou  he'll  a  man,  ihew  thyfelf  in  thy  likenefs  :  if 
tliou  be'ft  a  devil,  take't  as  thou  lift. 

Trin.  O,  forgive  me  my  fms  ! 

iSiV.  He  that  dies,  pays  all  debts;  I  defy  thee: — ■ 
Meicy  upon  us  ! 

CaL  Art  thou  afFeard  ? 

Ste.  No,  monfter,  not  I. 

Cal.  Be  not  affeard  ;  the  ifle  is  full  of  noifes, 
Sounds,  and  i  vveet  airs,  that  give  delight,   and  hurt  not, 
Sometimes  a  thouland  twangling  inftruments 
W^ili  hum  about  mine  tars  ;  and  fometmies  voices, 
That,  if  I  then  had  wak'd  after  long  ileep, 
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Will  make  mefleep  again  :  and  then,  in  dreaming. 
The  clouds,  metliought  would  open,  and  ihew  riches 
Ready  to  drop  upon  me  ;  that  when  I  wak'd, 
I  cry'd  to  dream  again. 

Ste.  This  will  prove  a  brave  kingdom  to  me,  where 
I  Ihall  have  my  mulic  for  nothing. 

CaL  When  Profpero  is  deftroy'd. 

"Ste.  That  {hall  be  by  and  by :  I  remember  the  ftory. 

Trin.  The  found  is  going  away  :  let's  follow  it, 
And  after  do  our  work. 

Ste.  Lead,  monfter  ;    we'll  follow. — I  would  I  could  fee 
this  taborer  :  he  lays  it  on. 

Trin.  Wilt  come?  I'll  follow,  Stephana,  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Changes  to  another  part  of  the  IJland.  Enter  Alonso, 
Sebastian,  Anthonio,  Gonzalo,  Adriax, 
Francisco,  l^c. 

Gon.  By'rlakin,  I  can  go  no  further.  Sir; 
My  old  bones  ache :  here's  a  maze  trod,  indeed 
Through  forth  rights,  and  meanders  !   by  your  patience 
I  needs  mull:  refl  me. 

Alon.  Old  lord,  I  cannot  blame  thee. 
Who  am  myfelf  attach'd  with  vvearinefs. 
To  the  dulling  of  my  ipirits  :  fit  down  and  reft. 
Even  liere  I  put  off  my  hope,  and  keep  it 
No  longer  for  mw  flatterer:  he  is  drown'd, 
Whom  thus  we  ftray  to  hnd  ;  and  the  fea  mocks 
Our  fruflrate  fearch  on  land:     Well  let  him  go. 

Jnt,  [JJide  to  Sehajiian.l  I  am  right  glad  that  he'sfo  out 
of  hope. 
Do  not,  for  one  rcpulfe,  forego  the  purpofe 
That  you  refolv'd  to  effedl:. 

Seh.  The  next  advantage 
Will  we  take  tlioroughly. 

Ant.  Let  it  be  to-night ; 
For,  now  they  are  opprefs'd  with  travel,  they 
Will  not,  nor  cannot,  ufe  fuch  vigilance, 
As  when  they  are  freih. 

Seh.  I  fay,  to-night :  no  more. 
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Solemn  and  Jirange  Adu(ic\.  and  Profpero  on  the  Top^  in-r 
v'lpble.  Enter  feveral  Jirange  Shapes^  bringing  in  a 
Banquet  \  ihcy  dance  about  it  with  gentle  Anions  of 
Salutation]  andy  inviting  the  King,  ^c,  to  eat,  they 
(depart. 

Alon.  "What  harmony  is  tliis  ?  my  good  friends  bark  ! 

Gon.  Marvellous  fwcet  mulic  ! 

/Vion,    Give   us  kind  keepers,    heavens!       Wliat    were 
theie  ? 

^eh.   A  living  drollery:  Now  I  will  believe, 
That  there  are  uiiicorns ;  that,  in  Arabia 
There  is  one  tree,  tlie  phoenix'  throne ;  one  phoenix 
At  this  hour  reigneth  there. 

Ant.  I'll  believe  both  ; 
And  what  does  elle  want  credit,  come  44  me, 
And  I'll  be  fworn  'tis  true:     Travellers  ne'er  did  He, 
Though  fools  at  home  condemn  'em. 

Gon,  If  in  Naples 
1  fhould  report  this  now,  would  they  believe  me? 
TF  I  fliQuld  fay  I  faw  fuch  inlanders, 
(For,  certes,  thefe  are  people  of  the  ifland) 
WJio  though  they  are  of  monftrous  fhape,  yet,  note. 
Their  manners  are  more  gentle,  kind,  than  of 
Our  human  generation  you  fhall  find 
Many,  n'ly,  almoft  any, 

Pro.  Hoiieft  lord. 
Thou  haft  faid  well ;  for  fonie  of  you  there  prefent 
Are  worle  than  devils. 

Alon.  I  cannot  too  much  mufe, 
^'uch  ihapes,  fuch  gefture,  and  fuch  found,  expreffing 
(Although  they  want  the  ufe  of  tongue)  a  kind 
Of  excellent  dumb  difcourfe. 

Fro.  Praife  in  departing.  \^Afide, 

Fran.  They  vaniih'd  ftrangely. 

^ch.  No  matter,  lince 
They  have  left  the  r  viands  behind  ;  for  we  have  ftomaclis, 
Will't  pleafe  you  tafte  of  what  is  here  j* 

Alon.  Not  I. 

Gon.  Faith,  Sir,  you  need  not  fear:     When  we  wer^ 
boys. 
"VVbo  would  believe  that  there  were  mountaineers, 
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Dew-lapM  like  bulls,  ^vhofe  ihroars  had  hanging  at  'em 
Walk cs  of  fieili ;  or  that  there  were  fuch  n.en, 
Wliofe  heads  ilood  in  their  brcafts;  which  now  we  find, 
Each  putter  out  on  five  for  one,  w  ill  bring  us 
Goo'  warrant  of. 

Jlon.  1  will  ftand  to,  and  feed, 
Although  niy  lau;  no  matter,  iince  I  feel 
The  belt  is  pail: — 3roti>er,  my  lord  the  duke, 
Stand  to,  and  do  as  we. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.  E?iier  Ariel  like  a  Harpy  ;  clap^ 
his  M^ifigs  upLV.  the  Tabic ^  and^  zvith  a  quaint  Device^ 
the  Banquet  va'iijhes. 

Ari.  You  are  three  men  of  fin,  whom  defilny, 
(That  hath  to  infti  uii;ent  this  lower  world. 
And  what  is  in't)  the  never-furfeited  Tea 
Hath  caufed  to  belch  up  ;  and  on  this  iiiand 
Where  man  doth  not  inhabit;  you  •r^ongfl:  men 
Being  miifl:  uiitit  to  live.     I  have  made  ^ou  mad  ; 
And  evea  wich  fuch  like  valour  men  hang  and  drown 
Their  poor  leives.      [Alokso,  Sebastian,  ard  the  reji 
Ye  foois  I   I  and  my  fellows  [draws  their  fw or du 

Are  minifiers  of  fate;  the  elements 
Of  whom  your  fwords  are  teippered,  may  as  well 
Wound  the  loud  winds,  or  with  bemockt-at  Ifabs 
Kill  the  ftill-cloiing  waters,  as  diminifh 
One  dowle  that's  in  ir.y  plume;  my  fellow  minifters 
Are  like  invulnerable  :  if  you  could  hurc, 
Your  Iwords  are  now  two  mafly  for  your  ftrengths, 
And  will  not  be  up-litted:  But  remember, 
(For  that's  my  bufinefs  to  you)  that  you  three 
From  Milan  did  fupplant  good  Profpero ; 
Expos'd  unto  the  fea,  which  hath  requit  it. 
Him,  and  his  innocent  child :  for  which  foul  deed 
The  powers,  delaying,  not  forgetting,  have 
Incens'd  the  feas  and  Ihores,  yea,  all  the  creatures, 
Againfl  your  peace  ;  Thee,  of  thy  fon  jllonfoy 
They  nave  bereft ;  and  do  pronounce  by  me, 
Ling'nng  perdition  (worle  than  any  death 
Can  be  at  once  J  fliall  ftep  by  flep  attenc} 
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You,  and  your  ways ;  whofe  wraths  to  guard  you  from 
(Which  here,  in  this  moft  defolate  ifle,  elie  falls 
Upon  your  heads)  is  nothing,  but  heart's  forrow, 
And  a  clear  life  enfuing. 

He  vanities  in  Thunder  :  then  to  f oft  Muftc^  enter  the  JJiapes 
aga'in^  and  dance  with  JVIops  and  Afowes^  and  carry  out 
the  Table. 

Pro.  [AJtde.']  Bravely  the  figure  of  this  harpy  hafl  thou 
Perform'd,  vnj  jdriel :  a  grace  it  had,  devouring: 
Of  my  inflru6lion  haft  thou  nothing  'bated. 
In  what  thou  had'tl  to  fay:  fo,  with  good  life, 
And  obfervation  ftrange,  my  meaner  minifters 
Their  feveral  kinds  have  done:  my  high  charms  work, 
And  thefe  mine  enemies,  are  all  knit  up 
In  their  diftra6lions :  they  now  are  in  my  power ; 
And  in  tkefe  fits  I  leave  them,  whiift  1  vifit 
Young  Ferdinand  (whom  they  fuppofe  is  drown'd), 
And  his  and  my  lov'd  darling.  \_Exit  Pro.  from  above, 

Gon.  V  the  name  of  fomething  holy,  Sir,  why  ftand  vou 
In  this  ftrange  ftare? 

j^lon.  O,  it  is  monftrous  !  monftrous ! 
Methought,  the  billows  fpoke,  and  told  me  of  it ; 
The  winds  did  fmg  it  to  me ;  and  the  thunder, 
That  (}ieQ])  and  dreadful  organ-pipe,  pronounced 
The  name  of  Pro  [per  ;  it  did  bafs  my  trefpafs. 
Therefore  my  fon  i'the  ooze  is  bedded  ;  and 
I'll  leek  him  deeper  than  e'er  plummet  founded. 
And  with  him  there  lie  mudded. 

Scb.  But  one  fiend  at  a  time, 
ril  fight  their  legions  oe'r. 

Ant.  I'll  be  thy  fecond.  \Exeunt. 

Gon.  All  three  of  them  are  defperate ;  their  great  guilt, 
Like  poifon  given  to  work  a  great  time  after, 
Now  'gins  to  bite  thefpirits: — I  do  befeech  you 
That  are  of  fuppler  joints,  follow  them  fwiftly, 
And  hinder  them  from  what  this  ecftacy 
May  now  provoke  them  to. 

Jdri    Follow,  I  pray  you.  [Eiceunt, 
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ACT  IF.—SCENE  L 

Prosperous  Cell.    Enter  Prospero,  Ferdinand,  and 
Miranda. 


Profp 


ero. 


I  F  I  have  too  aufterely  punifh'd  you, 
Your  compenfatiop  makes  amends  ;  for  I 
Have  given  you  here  a  third  of  mine  own  Hfe, 
Or  that  for  which  I  Hve ;  whom  once  again 
I  tender  to  thy  hand;  all  thy  vexations 
Were  but  my  trials  of  thy  love,  and  thou 
Haft  ftrangely  ftocd  the  teft  ;  here,  afore  Hea\'^n, 
I  ratify  this  my  rich  gift.     O  Ferdinand, 
Do  not  fmile  at  me,  that  I  boaft  her  off, 
For  thou  Ihalt  find  fhe  will  outftrip  all  praife, 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

Fer,  I  do  believe  it, 
Againft  an  oracle. 

Pro.  Then,  as  my  gift,  and  thine  own  acquifition 
Worthily  purchas'd,  take  my  daughter  :  But 
If  thou  doft  break  her  virgin  knot,  before 
All  fan6timonious  ceremonies  may 
With  full  and  holy  rite  be  minifler'd. 
No  fweet  afperfion  fhall  the  Heavens  let  fall 
To  make  this  contra61:  grow  ;  but  barren  hate, 
Sour-ey'd  difdain,  and  difcord,  (hall  beftrevv 
The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  fo  loathly, 
That  you  fhall  hate  it  both:  therefore  take  heed, 
As  Hymen's  lamps  ftiall  light  you. 

Fer.  As  I  hope 
For  quiet  days,  fair  ifTue,  and  long  life, 
With  fuch  love  as  'tis  now;  the  murkiell:  den, 
The  moft  opportune  place,  the  ftrong'ft  fuggeftioii    , 
Our  worfer  Genius  can,  fliall  never  melt 
Mine  honour  into  luft ,  to  take  away 
The  edge  of  that  day's  celebration, 
When  I  fhall  think,  or  Phoebus'  fleeds  arc  founder'd, 
Or  night  keep  chain'd  below. 
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pro.  Fairly  fpoke  .* 
Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  fhe  is  mine  own.— 
What,  Jriel\  my  induftrious  fervant  yf/7>/ / 

Enter  Ariel. 

^n.  What  would  my  potent  mailer?  here  I  ami 

Pro.  Thy  and  ci:iy  meaner  fellows,  your  laft  fervlcc 
Did  Vv'orthiiy  perform  ;   and  I  muft  ufe  you 
In  fuch  another  trick;  go,  brino;  the  raJDble, 
O'er  whom  I  give  thee  power,  heie,  to  this  place : 
Incite  them  to  quick  motion  ;  for  I  m^uft 
Beftow  upoii  the  eyes  of  this  young  couple 
Some  vanity  of  mine  art:  it  is  my  promife, 
And  they  expert  it  from  me. 

Jri.  Prefently? 

Pro.  Ay,  with  a  twink. 

Ari.  Before  you  can  fay,  Gome^  and  go. 
And  breath  twice;  and  CYy^fo^fo', 
Each  one,  tripping  on  his  toe, 
Will  be  here  with  mop  and  moe; 
Do  you  love  me,  mafter  ?  no. 

Pro.  Dearly,  my  delicate  Ariel :   Do  not  approach. 
Till  thou  doft  hear  me  call. 

Ari.  Well,  I  conceive.  [Exit, 

Pro.  Look,  thou  be  true  ;  do  not  give  dalliance 
Too  much  the  rein  ;  the  ftrongefl:  oaths  are  ftraw 
To  the  hre  i'  the  blood  :  be  more  abfiemious, 
Or  elfe,  good  night  your  vow  I 

Fer.  1  wairant  you,  Sir  ; 
Tiie  white,  cold,  virgin-fnow  upon  my  heart 
Abates  the  ardour  of  my  liver. 

Pro.  Well- 
Now  come,  my  Ariel ;  bring  a  corallary, 
Rather  than  want  a  fpirit ;  appear,  and  pertly. — 
No  tongue ;  all  eyes  ;  be  filent  [Soft  mujic, 

A  Majqtie,     Enter  Iris. 

Iris.  Ceres,  moll:  bounteous  lady,  thy  rich  leas 
Of  wheat,  rye,  barley,  valches,  oats,  and  peafe ; 
Thy  turfy  m.ouniahis,  where  live  aibling  {lieep, 
And  flat  meads  thatch'd  with  ftover,  them  to  keep; 
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Thy  banks  with  plonied  and  twilled  brims, 

Which  fpungy  April  at  thy  heft  hetrlms, 

To  make  cold  nymphs  chafte    crowns  ;     and  thy  broom. 

groves, 
Whofe  ihadow  the  dlfmifs'd  bachelor  loves, 
Being  lafs-lorn  ;  thy  pole-clipt  vineyard; 
And  thy  fea-marge,  fteril,  and  rocky-hard, 
Where  thou  thyfelf  do'ft  air  ;  The  queen  o'  the  fky, 
Whofe  watery  arch,  and  mefTenger,  am  I, 
Bids  thee  leave  thefe  ;  and  with  her  fovereign  grace. 
Here  on  this  grals-plot,  in  this  very  place, 
To  come  and  fport:  her  peacocks  fly  amain  ; 
Approach,  rich  Ceres^  her  to  entertain. 

Enter  Ceres. 

Cer,  Hail,  many-coloured  meflengcr,  that  ne*er 

Doft  difobey  the  wife  of  Jupiter  ; 

Who,  with  thy  fafFron  wings,  upon  my  flowers  ; 

DifFufeft  honey  drops,  refreihing  ihowers  ; 

And  with  each  end  of  thy  blew  bow  doft  crown 

My  bofky  acres,  and  my  unfhrubb'd  down, 

Rich  fcarf  to  my  proud  earth  ;  Why  hath  thy  queen 

Summon'd  me  hither,  to  this  fnort-grafsM  green? 
Iris.  A  contra6l  of  tiiie  love  to  celebrate  ; 

And  fome  donation  freely  to  eftate 
On  the  blefs'd  lovers. 

Cer.  Tell  me,  heavenly  bow, 
If  Venus,  or  her  fon,  as  thou  dos't  know, 
Do  now^  attend  the  queen  ?  fince  they  did  plot 
The  means,  that  dufky  Dis  my  daughter  got, 
Her  and  her  blind  boy's  fcandal'd  company 
I  haveforefworn. 

Iris.  Of  her  fociety 
Be  not  afraid :  I  met  her  deity 
Cutting  the  Clouds  towards  Paphos  ;  and  her  fon 
Dove-drawn  with  her:  here  thought  they  to  have  done 
Some  wanton  charm  upon  this  man  and  'maid, 
Whofe  vows  are,  that  no  bed-rite  {hall  be  paid 
Till  Hymen  s  torch  be  lighted :  but  in  vain  ; 
Jifars'^s  hot  minion  is  return'd  again  ; 
Her  wafpiih-headed  fon  has  broke  his  arrows, 
Swears  he  will  fhoot  no  m.ore,  but  play  with  fparrows, 
And  be  a  boy  right  out. 
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Cer.  High  queen  of  flate, 
Great  Juno  comes  ;  I  know  her  by  her  gait. 

Enter  JuKO. 

Jun.  How  does  my  bounteous  fifler  ?     Go  with  me,  . 
To  blefs  this  twain,  that  they  may  profperous  be. 
And  honour'd  in  their  iffue. 

Jun.  Honour,  riches,  marriage -hlejjing^ 

Long  continuance,  and  increajing. 

Hourly  joys  be  Jiill  upon  you  ! 

^miojing^  her  blcjjtngs  on  you, 
Ccr.  EarlKs  increafe,  andfoifon  plenty ; 

Barns,  and  garners,  never  empty  ;  , 

Vines,  with  cluJVring  bunches  growing  \ 

Plants,  with  goodly  burden  bowing  ; 

Spring  come  to  you,  at  the  farthejiy 

In  the  very  end  of  harveji  ! 

Scarcity^  and  want,  JJiallJJiun  you ; 

Ceres'  blejjingfo  is  on  you. 

Fcr.  This  is  a  moft  majeflic  vifion,  and 
Harmonious  charmingly:  May  I  be  bold 
To  think  thefe  fpirits  ? 

Pro.  Spirits,  which  by  mine  art 
I  have  from  their  confines  cail'd  to  ena6l 
My  prefent  fancies. 

Fer.  Let  me  live  here  ever  ;  ^ 

So  rare  a  wonder'd  father,  and  a  wife 
Make  this  place  paradife. 

Pro,  Sweet  no,  filence: 
Juno  and  Ceres,  whifper  ferioufly  ; 
There's  fomething  elfe  to  do  :  huih,  and  be  mute, 
Or  elfe  our  fpell  is  marr'd. 

[Juno  and  Ceres  whifper,    arid  fend  Iris   on  Em^ 
ploy7nent.~\ 

Iris,    You    nymphs,    cail'd  Naiads,    of   the   wand'ring 
brooks. 
With  your  fedg'd  crowns,  and  ever  harmlefs  looks, 
Leave  your  crifp  channels,  and  on  this  green  land 
Anfwer  yourfummons  ;  y««(?  does  command  : 
Come  temperate  nymphs,  and  help  to  celebrate 
A  contrad  of  true  love;  be  not  too  late. 
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Enter  certain  Reapers,  properly  habited:  tlicy  join  iL-.th 
the  Nymphs  in  a  graceful  Dance ;  toiuards  the  end  whereof 
Profpero  farts  fudde?ily,  and  fpeal's ;  after  which, 
to  a  frange<,  hollow,  and  confufcd  tsoife,  they  vanifn 
heavily* 

Fro.  [afde.l  I  had  forgot  that  foul  confpiracy* 
Of  the  beafl  Galilean,  and  his  confederates, 
Againft  my  life  ;  the  minute  of  their  plot 
h  ahnoll:  come. — [7^o  the fpirits.']  Well  done; — 
avoid ; — no  more. 
Fer,  This  is  ftrange  :  your  father's  in  feme  pafTion 
That  works  him  ftrongly. 

Mira.  Never  till  this  day, 
Saw  I  him  touch'd  with  anger  fo  dillemper'd. 

Pro,  You  do  look,  my  fon,  in  a  mov'd  fort, 
As  if  you  were  difmav'd  :  be  cheerful,  fir: 
Our  revels  now  are  ended  ;  thefe  our  adlors* 
As  I  foretold  you,  were  all  fpirits,  and 
Are  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air : 
And,  like  the  bafelefs  fabrick  of  this  vifion, 
The  cloud-capt  towers,  the  georgeous  palaces, 
The  folemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itfelf. 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  fhall  diflblve  ; 
And,  like  this  infubftantial  pageant  faded, 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind :  We  are  fuch  fluff 
As  dreams  are  made  on,  and  our  little  life 

Is  rounded  with  a  fleep. Sir,  I  am  vex'd ; 

Bear  with  my  weaknefs  ;  my  old  brain  is  troubled: 
Be  not  difturb'd  with  my  infirmity: 
If  thou  be  pleas'd,  retire  into  my  cell, 
And  there  repofe ;  a  turn  or  two  I'll  walk, 
To  ftill  my  beating  mind. 

Fer^  Mira.  We  wifh  you  peace. 

{Exeunt.  Fer.  and  MiRA. 
Pro,  Come  with  a  thought : — I  thank  thee : — Arlel^  come. 

Frospero  comes  forward  from  the  cell\ 
Enter  Ariel  to  him,    . 
Ari.  Thy  thoughts  I  cleave  to  :  What's  thy  pleafure 
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Pro.  Spirit, 
We  mufl  prepare,  to  meet  with  Caliban. 

,Ari.  Ay,  my  commander:  when  I  prefcnted  Ccre'j^ 
I  thought  to  have  told  thee  of  it ;  but  I  fear'd, 
Left  I  might  anger  thee. 

Fro,  Say  again,  where  didft  thou  leave  thefe  varlets  ? 

^r/.  I  told  you,  fir  they  were  red  hot  with  drinking  ; 
So  full  of  valour,  that  they  fmote  the  air 
For  breathing  in  their  faces ;  beat  the  ground 
For  klffing  of  their  feet  j  yet  always  bending 
Towards  their  proje6l :  Then  1  beat  my  tabor. 
At  which,  like  unback'd  colts,  they  prick'd  their  ears, 
Advanc'd  their  eye-lids,  lifted  up  their  nofes, 
As  they  fmelt  mufick  ;  fo  I  charm'd  their  ears, 
That,  calf-like,  they  my  lowing  followed,  through 
Tooth'd  briers,  fharp  furzes,  pricking  gofs,  and  thorns. 
Which  enter'd  their  frail  ihins :  at  laft  I  left  them 
V  the  filthly  mantled  pool  beyond  your  cell, 
There  dancing  up  to  the  chins,  that  the  foul  lake 
O'er-ftunk  tlieir  feet. 

Fro.  This  was  well  done,  my  bird  : 
Thy  fhape  invifible  retain  tlio.u  ftill: 
The  trumpery  in  my  houfe,  go,  bring  it  hither. 
For  iiale  to  catch  thefe  thieves. 

ArL  I  go,  I  go.  [Exit. 

Fro.  A  devil,  a  born  devil,  on  whofe  nature 
Nature  can  never  ftick ;  on  whom  my  pains, 
Humanely  taken,  all,  all  loft,  quite  loft  ; 
And  as,  with  age,  his  body  uglier  grows, 
So  his  mind  cankers:  I  will  plague  them  all. 
Even  to  roaring : — Come,  hang  them  on  this  line. 

[r RO s P E R. o  remains  mv'iJibU. 

Enter  Ariel  loaded  with  gVifiering  Jpparel,  l^c, 

J?«/^r  Caliban,  Stephanq,  <?«^  Trinculo, 

all  wet. 

CaL  Pray  you,  tread  foftly,  that  the  blind  mole  may  not 
hear  a  foot  fall :  we  now  are  near  his  celL 

Ste,  Monfter,  your  fairy,  which,  you  fay,  is  a  harm- 
iefs  fairy,  has  done  little  better  than  play'd  the  Jack 
with  us. 
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Trirt.  Moiifter,  I  do  fmell  all  liorfe-pifs ;  at  which  my 
nofe  is  in  great  indignation. 

Ste.  So  "is  mine.  Do  you  hear,  monfler?  If  I  fhould  take 
a  dirpieafure  againfl  you  ;  look  you — 

Trirt.  Thou  wert  but  a  lofi:  monfter. 

CaL  Good  my  lord,  give  me  thy  favour  ftlll: 
Be  patient,  for  the  prize  I'll  bring  thee  to 
Shall  hood-wink  this  mifchance :  therefore,  fpeak  foftly; 
All's  hulh  as  midnight  yet. 

Trin.  Ay,  but  to  lofe  our  bottles  in  the  pool, 

Ste,  There  is  not  only  diigrace  and  diihonour  in  that 
monfter,  but  an  infinite  lofs. 

Trhi.  That's  more  to  me  than  my  wetting :  Yet  this  is 
your  harmlefs  fairy,  monfter. 

Ste,  I  will  fetch  oft"  my  Bottle,  though  I  be  o'er  ears  for 
my  labour. 

CaL  Pr'thee,  my  king,  be  quiet;  fee'ft  thou  here, 
This  is  the  mouth  o'  the  cell ;  no  noife,  and  enter: 
Do  that  good  mifchief,  which  may  make  this  ifland 
Thine  own  for  ever,  and  I,  thy  Caliban^ 
For  aye  thy  foot-licker. 

Ste,  Give  me  thy  hand :    I    do    begin    to  have    bloody 
thoughts 

Trin.  O  king  Stephano  !   O  peer !   O  worthy  Stephano 
Look,  what  a  wardrobe  here  is  for  thee ! 

Cal,  Let  it  alone,  thou  fool ;  it  is  but  trafti. 

7r/«,  Oh,  ho,  monfter;  we  know  what  belongs  to  a 
frippery : — O,  king  Stephano  ! 

Ste,  Put  ofF  that  gown,  Trinculo  ;  by  this  hand, 
I'll  have  that  gown. 

Trin.  Thy  grace  fliall  have  it. 

Cal.  The  dropfy  down  this  fool !  what  do  you  mean, 
To  doat  thus  on  fuch  luggage  ?    Let's  along, 
And  do  the  murder  firft :  if  he  awake. 
From  toe  to  crown  he'll  fill  our  fkin  with  pinches; 
Make  us  ftrange  ftufF. 

Ste,  Be  you  quiet,  monfter.  —  Miftrefs  line,  is  not 
this  my  jerkin?  Now  is  the  jerkin  under  the  line:  Now, 
jerkin,  you  are  like  to  lofe  your  hair,  and  prove  a  bald 
jerkin.  D  2 
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Tn?j»  Do,  do:  we  Aeal  by  line  and  level,  and't  like  youf 
grace. 

Ste.  I  thank  thee  for  that  jefl ;  here's  a  garment  for't ; 
wit  {hall  not  go  unrewarded,  while  I  am  king  of  this  coun- 
try :  Steal  by  line  and  level,  is  an  excellent  pals  of  pate  : 
there's  another  garmen  for't. 

Tr'in.  Monfter,  come,  put  fome  lime  upon  your  fingers, 
and  away  with  the  reft. 

Cal  I  will  have  none  on't:  we  fhall  lofe  our  time, 
And  ail  he  turn'd  to  barnacles,  or  to  apes 
With  foreheads  villainous  low. 

Ste,  Monfter,  lay  to  your  hngers ;  help  to  bear  this  away, 
where  my  hogfhead  of  wine  is,  or  I'll  turn  you  out  of  my 
kingdom  :  go  to,  carry  this. 

Tr'in.  And  this. 

Ste.  Ay,  and  this. 

A  No'ife  of  Hunters  heard.  Enter  divers  Spirits  in JJiape  of 
Hounds^  hunting  them  about  \  Prosper©  and Kki^i.  Jet- 
ting them  on. 

Pro.  Hey,  Mountain,  hey  ! 

jrl  Silver!  there  it  goes,  Silver! 

Pro.  Fury,  Fury!  there  Tyrant,  there'  hark,  hark  — 
\to  ArieL\    Go,   charge  my  goblins  that  they  grind  their 

joints 
With  dry  convulfions;  fhortcn  up  their  fmews 
With  aged  cramps;  and  more  pinch-fpotted  make  them, 
Than  pard,  or  cat  ©'mountain. 

Ari.  Hark,  they  roar. 

Pro.  Let  them  be  hunted  foundly  :  At  this  hour 
Lie  at  my  mercy  all  mine  enemies ,; 
Shortly  fhail  all  my  labours  end,  and  thou 
Shalt  have  the  air  at  freedom  :  for  a  little, 
Fc^llow,  and  do  me  fervice.  [Exeunt, 


ACT 
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ACT  F.  SCENE  L 


Before  the  cell.     Enter  Pros?ero  in  hh  magic  Robes    an4 
Ariel. 

Profpero, 

J^  OW  does  my  proje£l  gather  to  a  head. 
My  charms  crack'not ;  my  fplrits  obey  ;  and  time 
Goes  upright  with  his  carriage.     How's  the  day  ? 

Jri.  On  the  fixth  hour ;  at  which  time,  my  lord, 
You  faid  our  work  fhould  ceafe. 

Pro.  I  did  fay  fo, 
When  firft  I  rais'd  the  tempeft.     Say,  my  fpirit, 
How  fares  the  king  and  his  followers  ? 

Jri.  ConitinM  together 
In  the  fame  fafliion  as  you  gave  in  charge ; 
Juft  as  you  left  them ;  all  prifoners,  fir, 
In  the  lime-grove  which  weather-fends  your  cell ; 
They  cannot  budge,  till  your  releafe.     The  king. 
His  brother,  and  yours,  abide  all  three  diftraded: 
And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them, 
Brim-full  of  forrow,  and  difmay  ;  but,  chiefly. 
Him  that  you  termM  T/ie  good  old  lord,  Gonzalo, 
His  tears  run  down  his  beard,  like  winter  drops 
From  eaves  of  reeds :  your  charm  fo  ftrongly  works 
That  if  you  now  beheld  them,  your  afFedlions 
Would  become  tender. 

Pro.  Do'll  thou  think  fo,  fpirit  ? 

Jri.  Mine  would,  fir,  were  I  human. 

Pro.  And  mine  fliall. 
Haft  thou,  which  art  but  air,  a  touch,  a  feeling 
Of  their  affliaions?  and  Ihall  not  myfelf. 
One  of  their  kind,  that  relifh  all  as  fharply, 
Paflion  as  they,  be  kindlier  mov' d  than  thou  art  ? 
Though  with  their  high  wrongs  I  am  ftruck  to  the  (juiqk, 
Yet,  with  my  nobler  reafon,  *gainft  my  fury 
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Do  I  take  part ;  die  rarer  adion 

In  virtue  than  in  vengeance  :  they  being  penitent, 

71ie  fole  drift  of  my  piirpofe  doth  extend 

Not  a  frown  further  :  Go,  releafe  them,  Ariel; 

My  charms  I'll  break,  their  fenfes  I'll  reflore, 

And  they  ihall  be  themfelves, 

Jri.  I'll  fetch  them,  fir.  [^Exit. 

Pro.  Ye  elves  of  hills,  brooks,  ftanding  lakes  and  groves: 
And  ye,  that  on  the  fands  with  printlefs  foot 
Do  chafe  the  ebbing  Neptune,  and  do  fly  him, 
When  he  comes  back  ;  you  demy-puppets,  that 
By  moon-fliine  do  the  green  four  ringlets  make, 
Whereof  the  ewe  not  bites;  and  you,  whofe  paftime 
Is  to  make  midnight  muflirooms;  that  rejoice 
To  hear  the  folemn  curfew;  by  whofe  aid 
(Weak  maflers  through  ye  be)  I  have  be-dimm'd 
The  noon-tide  fun,  call'd  forth  the  mutinous  winds, 
And  'twixt  the  green  fea  and  the  azur'd  vault 
Set  roaring  war:  to  the  dread  rattling  thunder 
Have  I  given  fire,  and  rifted  Jove's  ftout  oak 
With  his  own  bolt ;  the  llrong-basM  promontory- 
Have  I  made  fliake  :  and  by  the  fpurs  pluck'd  up 
The  pine,  and  cedar:  graves,  at  my  command, 
Have  wak'd  their  fieepers ;  op'd,  and  let  them  forth 
By  my  fo  potent  art:  But  this  rough  magic 
I  here  abjure;  and,  when  I  have  requir'd 
Some  heavenly  mufic  (which  even  now  I  do)> 
To  work  mine  end  upon  their  fenfes,  that 
This  airy  charm  is  for,  I'll  break  my  ftafF, 
Bury  it  certain  fathoms  in  the  earth. 
And,  deeper  that  did  ever  plummet  found, 
I'll  drown  my  book,  iSolemn  mujic. 
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Re-s^nter  AvLiEL  :  after  him  Alonso  with  a  frantic  gejlure^ 
attended  by  GoNZALo.  Sebastian  and  Francisco. 
They  all  enter  the  Circle  which  Prospero  had  made,  and 
there  ftand  charm' d;  which  Prospero  obferving, /peaks. 

A  folemn  air,  and  the  beft  comforter 

To  an  unfettled  fancy,  cure  thy  brains, 

Now  ufelefs,  boilM  within  thy  fcull  1  there  ftand, 

For  you  are  fpell-flopp'd. 

Holy   Gon%alo,  honourable  man, 

Mine  eyes,  even  fociable  to  the  fhew  of  thine, 

Fall  fellowly  drops. — The  charm  diffolves  apace ; 

And  as  the  morning  deals  upon  the  night, 

Melting  the  darknefs,  fo  their  rifmg  fenfes 

Begin  to  chafe  the  ignorant  fumes  that  mantle 

Their  clearer  reaion. — O  good  Gonzalo, 

My  true  prefer ver,  and  a  loyal  fir 

To  him  thou  follow'ft ;  I  will  pay  thy  graces 

Home,  both  in  word  and  deed.— Moft  cruelly 

Didft  thou,  Alonfo,  ufe  me  and  my  daughter : 

Thv  brother  was  a  furtherer  in  the  aA ; — 

Thou'rt  pinch'd  for't  now,  ^ebaftlan,'-—Y\t^  and  blood, 

You  brother  mine,  that  entertain'd  ambition, 

Expel'd  remcrfe,  and  nature;   who,  with  Sebafian, 

(Whofe  inward  pinches  therefore  are  moft  ftrong). 

Would  here  have  kill'd  your  king ;  I  do  forgive  thee, 

Unnatural  though  thou  art !— Their  underftanding 

Ben-ins  to  fwell :  and  the  approaching  tide 

Wai  Ihortly  fill  the  reafonable  ftiore. 

That  now  lies  foul  and  muddy.     Not  one  of  them, 

That  yet  looks  on  me,  or  would  know  me  : — JrieU 

Fetch  me  the  hat  and  rapier  in  my  ceil ; — 

I  will  dis-cafe  me,  and  myfelf  prefent,^  ^        {Exit  Ariel. 

As  I  was  fometime  Milan;  quickly,  fpirit; 

I'hou  ftialt  e'er  long  be  free. 

Ariel  enters  Jlnging^  and  helps  to  attire  him, 

J^liere-the  bee  fucks,  there  fuck  I\ 
In  a  cow  flip's  bell  I  lie : 
D4 
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Jhere  I  couch  when  owls  do  cry* 

On  the  bat's  hack  I  do  fly. 

After  fummer^  merrily : 
Merrily^  merrily.^  Jhall  I  live  now. 
Under  the  bloffom  that  hangs  on  the  bough. 

Pro.  Why,  that's  my  dainty  Jr'iel:  I  (hall  mifstheej 

But  yet  thou  (halt  have  freedom  :   So,  fo,  fo ^ 

To  the  king's  Hiip,  inviiible  as  thou  art: 
There  ilialt  thou  tind  the  mariners  afleep 
Under  the  hatches  ;  the  raafter  and  boatfwain, 
Being  awake,  enforce  them  to  this  place  ^ 
And  prefejitly,  I  pr'ythee. 

Jri.  I  drink  the  ajr  before  me,  and  return 
Or  e'er  your  puHc  twice  beat.  \_Exlu 

Gon.  All  torment,  trouble,  wonder,  a|id  amazement 
Inhabit  here:  Some  heavenly  power  guide  us 
Our  of  this  fearful  country  !  ' 

Pro,  Behold,  fir,  Kjng, 
The  wronged  duke  of  Milan,  Profpero  : 
For  more  alfurance  that  a  living  prince 
Does  now  fpeak  to  thee,  1  embrace  thy  body  j 
^vA  to  thee,  and  thy  company,  I  bid 
A  hearty  welcome. 

Jlori'.  Whe'r  thou  be'il  lie,  or  no, 
Orfome  inchantcd  trifle  to  abufe  me, 
.As  late  I  have  been,  I  not  know:  t[)y  pulfe 
Beats,  as  of  fleih  and  blood  ;^  and,  fmce  1  faw  thee. 
The  ,afiii61-ion  of  my  mind  amends,  with  which, 
I  fear  a  madnefs  held  me  ;  this  muft  crave 
(An  ]f  this  he  at  all)  a  mod  ftrange  ftory. 
Thv  dukedom  I  rehgn  ;  and  do  intreat. 
Thou  pardon  me  mv  wrongs: — But  how  ihould  Profperf 
Be  living  and  be  here  ^ 

Pro.  Firft,  noble  friend. 

Let  me  embrace  thine  age  ]  woi-fe  honour  cannot 

Be  meafur'd,  or  conhn'd. 

Ggn.   Whether  this  be, 

Or  be  not,  I'll  not  fvvear. 

Pro.  You  do  yet  tail<^ 
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Some  fubtilties  o*  the  ifle,  that  will  not  let  you 
Believe  things  certain  : — Welcome,  my  friends  all: — 
But  you,  my  brace  of  lords,  were  I  fo  minded, 

S^J^fide  to  Seb.  and  Ant. 
I  here  could  pluck  his  highnefs'  frown  upon  you, 
And  juftify  you  traitors;  at  this  time 
I'll  tell  no  tales. 

Scb.  The  devil  fpeaks  in  him.  \^AJtde, 

Pro.  No: 

For  vou,  mofl:  wicked  fir,  whom  to  call  brother 
Would  even  infe6l  my  mouth,  I  do  forgive 
Thy  rankefl:  fault ;  all  of  them  ;  and  require 
My  dukedom  of  thee,  which,  perforce,  I  know. 
Thou  mufi:  reftore. 

J  Ion.  If  thou  be'ft  Profpero^ 
Give  us  particulars  of  thy  prefervation  : 
How  thou  haft  met  us  here,  who,  three  hours  fmce. 
Were  wreck'd  upon  this  (hore;  where  I  have  loft. 
How  fliarp  the  point  of  this  remembrance  is  ! 
My  dear  fon  Ferdinand. 

Pro.  I  am  woe  for't,  Sir. 

j^hn.  In-eparable  isthelofs;  and  patience 
Says,  it  is  paft  her  cure. 

Pro.  I  rather  think. 
You  have  not  fought  her  help  ;  of  whofe  foft  grace 
For  the  like  lofs  I  have  her  fovereign  aid. 
And  reft  myfelf  content. 

j^lon.  You  the  like  lofs? 

Pro.  As  great  to  me  as  late ;  and,  fupportable 
To  make  the  dear  lofs,  have  I  means  much  weaker 
Than  you  may  call  to  comfort  you;  for  I 
Have  loft  my  daughter. 

Alon.  A  daughter  ? 
O  heavens  I  that  they  were  living  both  in  Naples, 
The  king  and  queen  there  !  that  they  were,  1  wifli 
Myfelf  were  mudded  in  that  oozy  bed. 
Where  my  fon  lies.     When  did  you  loofe  your  daughter  ^ 

Pro,  In  the  laft  tempeft.     I  perceive,  thefe  lords 
At  this  encounter  do  fo  much  admire, 
That  they  devour  their  reafon  ;  and  fcarce  think, 
Their  eyes  do  offices  of  truth,  their  words 
Are  natural  breath ;  byt  howfoe'er  you  havs 
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Been  jiiflled  from  your  fenfes,  know  for  certain, 

That  I  am  Profpcro,  and  thut  very  duke 

Which  was  thruft  forth  of  Milan  ;  who  mod  flrangely 

Upon  this  fliore,  where  you  were  wreck'd,  was  landed 

To  he  the  lord  on't.      No  more  yet  of  this  ; 

For  *tis  a  chronicle  of  day  by  day, 

Not  a  relation  for  a  breakfafl,  nor 

Bef.tting  this  tirfl:  meeting.     Welcome,  Sir  ; 

This  cell's  my  court :  here  have  I  fe\v  attendants, 

j\nd  fubjecLS  none  abroad  :   pray  you,  look  ini 

My  dukedom  fmce  you  have  given  me  again, 

I  will  requite  with  as  good  a  thing; 

At  leaft,  bring  forth  a  wonder,  to  content  ye. 

As  much  as  me  my  dukedom. 

The  Entrance  of  the  Cell  opens^  and  difcovers  FERDINAND 
and  Miranda  playing  at  Chefs, 

M'lra.   Sweet  lord,  you  play  me  falfe. 

Fer.  No,  my  deareft  love, 
J  would  not  for  the  world. 

Mira.    Yes,    for  a   fcore    of  kingdoms,    you   fliould 
wrangle, 
And  I  would  call  it  fair  play. 

Jlon,  If  iliis  prove 
A  vilion  of  this  ifiand,  one  dear  fon 
Shall  I  twice  lofe. 

Scb,  A  moft  high  miracle ! 

Fer.  Though  the  feas  threaten,  they  are  merciful ; 
I  have  curs'd  them  without  caufe. 

Jlon.  Now  all  the  bleffings  [Ferdinand  kneels^ 

Of  a  glad  father  compafs  thee  about ! 
Arife,  and  fay  how  thou  cam'ft  here? 

Jllira.  O  1   wonder  ! 
How  many  goodly  creatures  are  there  here  ! 
How  beauteous  mankind  is !   O  brave  new  world. 
That  has  fuch  people  in't ! 

Pro.  'Tis  new  to  thee. 

Jlo?i.  What  is  this  maid,  with  whom  thou  waft  at  play  ? 
Your  eld'ft  acquaintance  cannot  be  three  hours; 
Is  Ihe  the  goddefs  that  hath  fever'd  us 
And  brought  us  thus  together  ? 
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Fet\  Sir,  (he's  mortal ; 
But,  by  immortal  Providence,  fhe's  mine: 
I  chcle  her,  when  I  could  not  afk  my  father 
For  his  advice ;  nor  thought,  I  had  one  ;  {he 
Is  dauf^hter  to  this  famous  duke  of  Pviilan, 
Of  whom  fo  often  I  have  heard  renown. 
But  never  fa w  before;  of  whom  I  have 
Received  a  fecond  life,  and  fecond  father  * 

This  lady  makes  him  to  me. 

^loH,  I  am  hers  : 
But,  oh,  how  oddly  will  it  found,  that  I 
Muft  afk  my  child  forgivenefs! 

Pro.  There,  Sir,  ftop  ; 
Let  us  not  burden  our  remembrance  with 
An  heavinefs  that's  gone. 
Gon,  I  have  inly  wept, 
Or  Ihould  have  fpoke  ere  ihis.     Lock  down,  you  gods. 
And  on  this  couple  drop  ?.  blefTed  crown; 
For  it  is  you,  that  have  chalked  forth  the  way 
Which  brought  us  hither  ! 
y^/ori.  I  fay.  Amen,  Gonzalo  ! 
Gon.  Was  Milan  thruil:  from  Milan,  that  his  iflue 
Should  become  kings  of  Naples  ?  O,  rejoice 
Beyond  a  common  joy  ;  and  fet  it  down 
With  gold  on  lading  pillars  :  In  one  voyage 
Did  Clarihel  her  hufband  find  at  Tunis ; 
And  Fcrdmand^  her  brother,  found  a  wife. 
Where  he  himfelf  was  loft ;  Profycro  his  dukedom. 
In  a  poor  ifie ;  and  all  of  us,  ourfelves. 
When  no  man  was  his  own. 

Alon.  Give  me  your  hand: 
Let  grief  and foirow  ftill  embrace  his  heart. 
That  doth  not  wifh  you  joy  ! 
Gon.  Be't  fo.  Amen! 

Re-enter  Ap>.iel^  with  the  Alafler  and  Boatfivaln  amazedly 
following. 

0  look.  Sir,  look,  Sir,  here  are  more  of  us ! 

1  prophefy'd,  if  a  gallows  were  on  land. 

This  fellow  could  not  drown  :— Now,  blafphemy,  . 
That  fwear'il;  grace  o'erboard,  not  an  oath  on  fhore! 
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Had  thou  no  mouth  by  land?  What  is  the  news? 

Boats.  The  bell  news  Is,  that  ^ye  liave  fafely  found 
Our  king,  and  company  ;  the  next,  our  fliip,— 
Which  but  three  glaiTcs  iince,  we  gave  out  Ipllt,— 
Is  tight,  andyare,  and  bravely  rigg'd,  as  when 
W^e  £rft  put  out  to  fea. 

j4ri.  Sir,  all  this  far  vice  1 

Have  I  done  fmce  I  went.  ^  [JJtde, 

Pro.  My  trickfy  fpirit  !  3 

Aion.  Thefe  are  not  natural  events ;  they  ftrengthen, 
From  ftrange  to  ftranger: — Say,  how  came  you  hither? 

Boats.  If  1  did  think.  Sir,  if  1  were  well  awake, 
I'd  ftrive  to  tell  you.     We  were  dead  afleep, 
And  (how,  we  know  not)  all  clapp'd  under  hatches, 
Where,  but  even  now,  with  ftrange  and  feveral  noifes 
Of  roaring,  fhricking,  howling,  gingling  chains, 
And  more  diverfity  of  founds,  all  horrible, 
We  were  awak'd;  ftraightway,  at  liberty: 
Where  we,  in  all  her  trim,  frelhly  beheld  ^ 

Our  royal,  good,  and  gallant  ihip;  our  mafter 
Cap' ring  to  eye  her :  On  a  trice,  fo  pleafe  you, 
Even  in  a  dream,  where  we  divided  from  them, 
And  were  brought  moping  hither, 

Jri.  Was't  well  done?  ^  ^ 

Pro.  Bravely^  my  diligence.     Thou  ftialt  be  C       [J/idf» 
free.  j 

Jlon,  This  is  as  flrange  a  maze  as  e'er  m.en  trod  \ 
And  there  is  in  this  bufinefs  mo,re  than  nature 
Was  evercondu6l  of:  fome  oracle 
Muft  re6tify  our  knowledge. 

Pro.  Sir,  my  liege, 
Po  not  infeft  your  mind  with  beating  on 
The  ftrangene'fs  of  this  bufinefs  ;  at  pick'd  leiiure, 
(Which  fhall  be  ihortly,  fingle  I'll  refolve  you. 
To  which  you  lliail  feem  probable)  of  every 
Xhefe  happened  accidents :  till  when,  be  cheerful. 
And  think  of  each  thing  well.     Come  hither,  ^ 

Set  6^«/z/^rv«  and  his  companions  tree:  I  ^  •" 

\To  Ariel.  J 
Untie  the  fpel:.    Kovy  fares  .my  gracious  Sir  ? 
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There  are  yet  mlfllng  of  your  company 
Some  few  odd  lads,  that  you  remember  not. 

Re-enter  Ariel,  drivhig  in  Caliban,   Stepmano,  a7id 
Trinculo,  in  their  ftolcn  Apparel, " 

Ste,  Every  man  fhift  for  all  ihe  reft,  and  let  no  man  take 
care  for  himfelf;  for  all  is  but  fortune: — Coragio,  bully 
monfter,  Coragio ! 

Trin,  If  thefe  be  true  fpies  which  I  wear  in  my  head, 
here's  a  goodly  fight. 

Cal.  O  Setebos,  thefe  be  brave  fpirlrs,  indeed ! 
How  fine  my  mafter  is  1  I  am  afraid 
He  will  chaftife  me. 

Seh.  Ha,  ha; 
What  things  are  thefe,  my  lord  Ant^onio  / 
Will  money  buy  them  ? 

Ant.  Very  like ;  one  of  them 
Is  a  plain  fifli,  and,  no  doubt,  marketable. 

Pro.  Mark  but  the  badges  of  thefe  men,  my  lords, 
Tlien  fay,  if  they  be  true: — This  mis-lhapen  knave,— 
His  mother  was  a  witch;  and  one  fo  ftroi^ig 
That  could  controul  the  moon,  make  fiows  and  ebbs, 
And  deal  in  her  command  without  her  power: 
Thefe  three  have  robb'd  me  ;  and  this  demi-devil 
{For  he's  a  baftard  one)  had  plotted  with  them 
To  make  my  life:  two  of  thefe  fellows,  you 
Muft  know  and  own:  this  thing  of  darkncls,  I 
Acknowledge  mine. 

Cal.  I  ihall  be  pinch'd  to  death. 

Alon.  Is  not  this  Stephana^  my  drunken  butler? 

Seb.  He's  drunk  now:  where  had  he  wine  ? 

Alvn.  And  Trinculo  is  reeling  ripe:  where  fliould  they 
Find  this  grand  liquor  that  hath  gilded  them  ?— 
How  cam'ft  thou  in  this  pickle? 

Trin.  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  pickle  fmce  I  faw  you  laft, 
that  I  fear  me,  will  never  out  of  my  bones:  I  Ihall  not  fear 
fly-blowing. 

Seb.  Why,  how  now,  Stephano  ? 

Ste.  O,  touch  me  not ;  I  am  not  Stephana^  but  a  cramp. 

Pro.  You'd  be  king  of  the  ifle,  firrah  \ 

Sje.  I  fhould  have  been  a  fore  one  then. 
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Alon,  This  is  a  flrange  thing  as  e*er  I  look  on* 

\JPointmg  to  Caliban, 

Tro.  He  is  as  difproportion'd  in  his  manners, 
As  in  his  iliape: — Go,  lirrah,  to  my  cell: 
Take  with  you  your  companions  ;  as  you  look 
To  have  my  pardon,  trim  it  handfomely. 

Cal.  Ay,  that  I  will ;  and  I'll  be  wife  hereafter, 
And  feek  for  grace  t  What  a  thrice  double  afs 
Was  I,  to  take  this  drunkard  for  a  god, 
And  worfliip  this  dull  fool  ? 

Pro,  Go  to ;  away  I 

ALon.  Hence,  and  beftow  your  luggage  where  you  found  it, 

Seb,  Or  ftole  it,  rather, 

Pro.  Sir,  I  invite  your  highnefs,  and  your  train, 
To  my  poor  cell :  where  you  fliall  take  your  reft 
For  this  one  night ;  which  (part  of  it)  I'll  wafte 
With  fuch  difcourfe,  as,  I  not  doubt,  ihall  make  it 
Go  quick  away  :  the  ftory  of  my  life, 
And  the  particular  accidents  gone  by, 
Since  1  came  to  this  iile:  And  in  the  morn, 
ril  bring  you  to  your  {hip,  and  fo  to  Naples, 
Where  I  have  hope  to  fee  the  nuptials 
Of  thefe  our  dear  beloved  folemnizM; 
And  thence  retire  me  to  my  Milan,  where 
Every  third  thought  fliall  be  my  grave. 

Alon,  1  long 
To  hear  ^\\^  ftory  of  your  life,  which  mud 
Take  the  ear  ftrangely. 

Pro.  V\\  deliver  all ; 
And  promife  you  calm  feas,  aufpicious  gales, 
And  lail  fo  expeditious  that  ihall  catch 
Your  royal  fleet  far  off. —  My  Artel ; — chick, — ")     .-  ^^  , 
That  is  thy  charge,  then  to  the  elements  \     -  -'^  ^' 

Be  {\XQ.  and  fare  thou  well!  — Pleafe  you,  draw  near. 

\_Exeiint  omncs. 
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EPILOGUE 

Spoken  by  Prospero. 

t^OW  my  charmes  are  all  o'erthrozun. 
And  whatjirength  I  have^ s  mine  oiun, 
J^liich  is  moft  faint :   noiVy  ^tis  tj-ucy 
I  mujl  be  here  confined  by  you, 
Orfent  to  Naples  :  let  me  noty 
Since  I  have  my  dukedom  goty 
And  pardorCd  the  deceiver ^  dwell 
In  this  bare  ijland^  by  your j pell ; 
But  re  leaf e  me  fom  my  bands^ 
IVith  the  help  of  your  good  hands. 
Gentle  breath  of  your s^  my  Jails 
Aluji  filly  or  elf e  my  proje^  fails, 
fVhich  IV as  to  pleafe  :   Noiv  I  zuani 
Spirits  to  enforce,  art  to  enchant : 
And  my  ending  is  defpair, 
Unlefs  I  be  relieved  by  prayer. 
Which  pierces  fo,  that  it  affaults 
Mercy  itfelf  and  frees  all  faults. 

As  you  from  crimes  would  pardoned  be^ 

Let  your  indulgence  fet  me  free  ! 

THE       END, 
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Mamillius,  young  Prince  of  Sicilian 
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Camillo,        '^ 
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Dion,  J 

Another  Sicilian  Lord, 

Archidamus,  a  Bohemian  Lord, 
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An  Attendant  on  the  young  Prince  MamilUml 

Officers  of  a  Court  of  Judicature. 

Old  Shepherd^  reputed  fathef^  of  Perdita^ 
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Paulina,  fFife  to  Antigonus. 

Emilia,  a  Lady, 

ftwo  other  Ladies. 
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A  C  T     I. 
SCENE  L—j^n  Anticharnher  /?/  Leontes's  Palace. 
Enter  Cauillo  and  Akchidamvs,  ^ 

Jrchidamus, 

IF  you  fhall  chance,  Camilio,  to  vifit  Bohemia  on  the  like 

occafion  whereoa  my  fervices  are  now  on  foot,  you  fhall 
fee,  as  i  have  faid,  great  difference  betwixt  our  Bohemia  and 
your  Siciha. 

Cam.  I  think  this  corning  fummer  the  king  of  SiciJia 
means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  vifitation  which  he  juftiy  owes  him 

Jrch.  X-v  herein  our  entertainment  Oiall  fhame  us  we  will 
be  juftified  in  our  loves  5  for,  indeed 

Cam,  Befeech  you 

jirch.  Verily,  1  fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  knowledge : 
we  cannot  with  fuch  m^agnificence — in  fo  rare— I  know  not 

what  to  fay. -We  will  give  you  fleepy  drinks,  that  your 

fenfes,  unintelligent  of  our  infufficience,  may,  though  thev 
cannot  praife  us,  as  little  accufe  us.  ^  . 

Catn,  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear  for  v/hat's  given  freely; 

Arch,  Believe  me  I  fpeak  as  my  underftandirtg  inftruds 
me,  and  as  mine  honefty  puts  it  to  utterance. 

Ca?n,  Sicilia  cannot  Ihew  himfelf  over  kind  to  Bohemia  : 
they  were  trained  together  in  their  childhoods,'  and  there 
rooted  betwixt  them  fuch  an  afFedion  which  cannot  choofe 
but  branch  now.  Since  their  more  mature  dignities 
and  royal  neceiTities  made  feparation  of  their  fociety, 
their  encounters,  though  not  perfonal,  have  been  royally 
attornied  with  interchange  of  gifts,  letters,  loving  em- 
baffies,  that  they  have  feem'd  to  be  together,  though  abfent ; 
fliook  hands  as  over  a  Vail  ;  and  euibrac'd,  ^s  it  were 
from  the  ends  of  oppofite  winds.  "1  he  heavens  continue 
their  loves  I 

Arch,  I  think  there  is  not  in  the  v/orld  either  malice  or 
matter  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unfpeakable  comfort  of 
your  young  prince  Mamillius  :  it  is  a  gentleman  of  the 
sreatell  promife  that  ever  came  into  mvnote, 
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Cam,  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him : 
It  is  a  gallant  child  ;  one  that  indeed  phyfics  the  fubjec^, 
makes  old  hearts  frefh  :  they  that  went  on  crutches  ere  he 
was  born  defire  yet  their  life  to  fee  him  a  man, 

Jj'ch.  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam.  Yes  \  if  there  were  no  other  excufe  why  they  fhould 
defire  to  live. 

Jrch.  If  the  king  had  no  fon  they  would  defire  to  live  on 
Clutches  till  he  had  one.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL^J  Room  of  State. 

£;i^6T  Leontes,  Hermiqne,  Mamillius,  Polixenes> 
and  Jttendants, 

Pol  Nine  changes  of  the  watry  flar  hath  been 
The  fliepherd's  note  fmce  we  have  left  our  throne 
Without  a  burden  :  time  as  long  again 
IVould  be  fili'd  up,  my  brother,  with  our  thanks  5 
And  yet  we  fhould  for  perpetuity 
G'>  hence  in  debt :  and  therefore,  like  a  cypher 
Yet  {bjding  in  rich  place,  I  multiply 
Witn  o  )p,  we  thank  youj  many  thoufands  more 
That  go  before  it. 

Leo.   Stay  your  thanks  awhile, 
And  pay  them  when  you  part. 
Pel.  Sir,  that's  to-morrow. 
I  am  cucflicn'dby  my  fears  of  what  may  chance 
Or  breed  upon  our  abfence;  that  may  blow 
Kofneaptii?  vvinds  at  home  to  make  us  fay 
"  This  is  put  to-th  too  truly."     Befides,  I  have  ftay'd 
To  tire  your  royalty. 

Leo,  We  r^^  re  tougher,  brother, 
Than  you  can  put  us  to't. 
Pol,  No  longer  ftay. 
Leo.  One  fevrn-night  longer. 
Pol.   Very  <ooth,  to  morrow. 

Leo.   We'll  pail  the  time  between's  then ;  and  in  that  FIl 
no  gain  faying. 

PoK  Prtfb  me  not,  *befccch  you,  fo  ; 
There  is  no  tongue  rhrt  moves' ;  none,  none  i'the  world 
So  foon  as  your*s  rou'd  w'n  mc  ;  fo  it  fhould  now 
Were  there  nec.llity  in  ycui  reque/^,  although 
'Twere  neediul  I  i^enyVi  it.     My  affairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward  ;  which  to  hinder 
Were  in  your  love  a  wiiip  to  me  j  my  ftay 
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To  you  a  charge  and  trouble  :  Co  i'avc  t;o:h 
Farewell  our  brother. 

Leo.    Tongue-ty'd,  our  qupen  ?  ipe?J:  you. 
ii/^r.  I  had  thought,  fir,  to  have  h?lJ  n?y  perxe  until 
You  had  drawn  oaths  from  him  iiot  to  f{  ,;/,     You,  nr, 
Charge  him  too  c  Jdly:  tell  him  you  are  fure 
All  in  Bohemia's  well :  this  iatisfutSlion 
The  by-gone  day  proclaim'^  ;  fay  this  to  him 
He's  beat  from  his  bed  ward. 

Leo,   Well  faid,  Hermione. 

Her,  To  tell  he  longs  to  fee  his  fon  were  ftrong : 
But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go  ; 
But  let  hirn  fu'ear  fo  and  he  (hi.ll  nor  (lay  ; 
We  11  taw\ickaim  hence  with  diftcifFs. 

Yet  of  your  royal  ,  refence  I'll  adventure        [To  PoLlXENESi 
The  borrow  of  a  week.     When  at  Bohemia 
You  take  my  lord  V\\  give  you  my  com.niiujn. 
To  let  him  tner'rj  a  month  behind  the  geft 
Prefix'd  for  his  parting  :  yet  (good  deed),  LeomeJ, 
I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'the  clock  behind 
What  lady  ihe  her  lord. —You'll  ftay  ? 

Pol,  No,  madam. 

Her,  Nay  but  you  will. 

PoL  I  may  not,  verily. 

Her,  Verily  r 
You  put  me  of  with  limber  vows  :  but  I, 
Tho*  you  would  feek  to  unfphere  the  ftars  with  oaths 
Should  yet  fay,  "  Sir,  no  going.    Verily^ 
"  You  (hall  not  go  i"  a  lady's  verily  is 
As  potent  as  a  lord's.*     Will  you  go  yet? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  pri Toner, 
Not  like  a  gueft  \  fo  you  fhall  pay  your  fees 
When  you  depart,  and  lave  your  thanks.     How  fay  you, 
My  prifoner  ?  or  my  gueft  ?  by  your  dread  verily 
One  of  them  you  fhall  be. 

Pol,  Your  gueft  then,  madam  : 
To  be  your  prifoner  fhould  import  ofFending  \ 
Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafy  to  commit 
Than  you  to  punifh. 

Her.  Not  your  gaoler  then, 
But  your  kind  hoftefs.     Come,  I'll  queftion  you 
Of  my  lord's  tricks  and  your's  when  you  were  boys  ; 
You  were  pretty  lordlings  then. 

Pol,  We  were,  fair  queen,  ,j 

Two  lads  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind, 
B3 
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But  fuch  a  day  to-mcrrow  as  to-day. 
And  to  be  boy  eternaL 

Hdr.   Was  not  my  lord  the  verier  wag  o'the  two? 

Pol.  We  were  as'twinn'd  lambs  that  did  frifk  i'the  (\\n 
And  bleat  the  one  at  the  other  :  what  we  chang'd 
"Was  innocence  for  innocence  ;  we  knew  not 
The  do61:rine  of  ill-doing  ;  no,  nor  dream'd 
1'har..;inv  did.      Had  v/e  purfu'd  thai  life 
And  our  weak  fpirits  ne'er  been  higher  rear'd 
With  ftronger  biood,  we  ihould  nave  anfwcr'd  heaven 
ho\L\\y^  Not  guilty^  the  inipofition  ciear'd, 
Hereditary  ours 

Her,  By  this  we  gather 
You  have  tript  fince. 

Pol.  O,  my  moil  facredlady, 
Temptations  have  ilncc  then  been  born  to  us  :  for 
In  thofe  unflcg'd  days  was  my  wife  a  girl ; 
Your  precious  felf  had  then  not  crofs'd  the  eyes 
Of  my  young  playfellow. 

H^r.  Grace  to  boot ! — 

Of  this  maKe  no  conclufion,  led:  you  fay 
Your  queen  and  1  are  devils.     \et  go  on  : 
The  offences  we  have  made  you  do  we'll  anfwer  5 
If  you  firft  hnnM  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault,  and  that  you  ilipt  not 
y/ith  any  but  with  us, 

Leo,  Is  he  won  yet  ? 

Her.  He'll  flay,  my  lord. 

Leo.  At  my  requeft  he  would  not. 
Her'nione,  my  deareft,  thou  ne'er  fpok'il 
To  better  purpofe. 

PLr.   Never  ? 

Li^o.   Never  but  once. 

Her,  What  ?  have  I  twice  faid  well  ?  when  was't  before ^ 
1  prithee,  tell  me  ;  cram  us  with  praife,  and  make's 
As  fat  as  tame  things  :  one  good  deed  dying  tonguelefs 
Slaughters  a  thoufand  waiting  upon  that. 
Our  praifes  are  our  wages.      You  may  rice  us 
With  one  foft  kifs  a  thoufand  furlongs    re 
With  fpui  we  heat  an  acre.      But  to  the  goal  : 
My  laft  good  deed  was  to  entreat  his  fi:ay  ; 
What  was  my  firit  ?  It  has  an  elder  fifter, 
Or  1  miftake  you  :  O,  would  her  name  were  Grace  i 
But  once  before  I  fpolce  to  the  purpofe  ;  when  .^ 
Nay,  let  me  hav't  3  I  long. 

Leo^  ^^"^hy,  that  was  wheri 
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Three  crabbed  months  had  four'd  themfelves  to  death 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand 
And  clepe  thyfelfmy  love  ;  then  didft  thou  utter 
**  I  am  your's  for  ever  !" 

Her,  It  is  grace^  indeed. 
Why,  lo  you  now,  I  have  fpoke  to  the  purpofe  twice  ; 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  royal  hufband  j 
The  other  for  fome  while  a  friend. 

Z^5.  Too  hot,  too  hot. ^  [#</f» 

To  mingling  friendlhip  far  is  mingling  bloods* 
I  have  tre7nQr  cordis  on  me  : — my  heart  dances, 

But  notfor  joy— not  joy ^This  entertainment 

May  a  free  face  put  on  ;  derive  a  liberty 
From  heartinefs,  from  bounty,  fertile  bofom. 
And  well  become  the  agent :  it  may,  I  grant ; 
But  to  be  padling  palms  and  pinching  fingers 
As  now  they  are  ;  and  making  pra6lis'd  fmiles. 
As  in  a  looking-glafs  ;— and  then  to  figh  as  'twere 
The  mort  o'the  deer ;  oh,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows.— Mamillius, 
Art  thou  my  boy  ? 

Mam,  Ay,  my  good  lord, 

Leo.   Pfecks! 
Why  that's  my  bawcock,  What,  haft  fmutch'd  thy  nofe? 
They  fay  it's  a  copy  out  of  mine.  Come,  captain, 
We  muft  be  neat ;  not  neat,  but  cleanly,  captain  : 
And  yet  the  fteer,  the  heifer,  and  the  calf, 
Areailcall'd  neat.  Still  virginalling 

[Ob/erving  Polixenes  ^w^Hermione. 
Upon  his  palm ; — How  now,  you  wanton  calf; 
Art  thou  my  calf? 

Mam.  Yes,  if  vou  will,  my  lord. 

Leo,  Thou  want'ft  a  rough  pafh,  and  the  fhoots  that  I  have 
To  be  full  like  me: — yet  they  fay  we  are 
Almolt  as  like  as  eggs;  women  fay  fo 
That  will  fay  any  thing.  But  were  they  falfe 
As  o'er-dy'd  blacks,  as  winds,  as  waters  ;  falfe 
As  dice  are  to  be  wifh'd  by  one  that  fixes ^ 
No  bourn  'twixt  his  and  mine;  yet  were  it  true 
To  fay  this  boy  were  like  me.     Come,  fir  page,  ^ 
Look  on  me  with  your  welkin  eye.  Sweet  villain  ^ 
Moft  dear'ft !   my  coUop ! — can  thy  dam  ? — may't  be  ?— «p. 
AfFeclion  ;  thy  intention  flabs  the  centre. 
Thou  doft  make  poflible  things  not  fo  held  ! 
Communicat'ft  with  dreams— (How  can  this  be?) 
With  whav's  unjjeal ;  thou  coadive  art, 

B4 
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And  felIow*il  nothing.  Then  *tis  very  credent 
Thou  may'ft  cojoin  with  fomething;  and  thou  dofi 
(And  that  beyond  commiflion,  and  I  find  it), 
And  that  to  the   infe6lion  of  my  brains 
And  hardening  of  my  brows. 

PoL  What  means  Sicilia  ? 

Her,  He  fomething  feems  unfettled. 

Pol,  How,  my  lord  ? 

X^eo,  What  cheer  ?  how  is't  with  you,  befl  brother.^ 

Her.  You  look, 
As  if  you  held  a  brow  of  much  diftra^tion. 
Are  not  you  mov'd,  my  lord  I 

Leo,  No,  in  good  earneft. 
How  fometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly  I 
Its  tendernefs ;  aud  make  itfelf  a  paftime 
To  harden  bofoms  !  Looking  on  the  lines 
Of  my  boy's  face,  methought  I  did  recoil 
Twenty-three  years ;  and  faw  myfelf  unbreech'd 
In  my  green  velvet  coat ;  my  dagger  muzzled 
Left  it  fhould  bite  its  mafter  and  (o  prove, 
As  ornament  oft  does,  too  dangerous. 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  kernel, 
This  fquafti,  this  gentleman.  Mine  honeft  friend, 
Will  you  take  eggs  for  money? 

Mam.  No,  my  lord,  ril  fight. 

Leo.Yon  will ' — why  happy  man  be  his  dole !— Mybrothcfj 
Are  you  fo  fond  of  your  young  prince  as  we 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours  ? 
•    Pol.  If  at  home,  fir. 
He's  all  my  exercife,  my  mirth,  my  matter  : 
Now  my  fworn  friend,  and  then  mine  enemy  5 
My  parafite,  my  foldier,  ftatefman,  all : 
He  makes  a  July's  day  fhort  as  December; 
And  with  his  varying  childnefs  cures  in  me 
Thought^  that  fhould  thick  my  blood. 

Leo.  So  ftands  this  'fquire  ' 
Offic'd  with  me' :  we  tv/o  will  walk,  my  lord. 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  fteps.   Hermione. 
How  thou  lov'ft  us  jfhew  in  our  brother's  welcome. 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap  : 
Next  to  thyfelf  and  my  young  rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Her.  If  you  will  feek  us 
We  are  yours  i'the  garden.   Shall's  attend  you  there? 

Leo.  To  your  own  bents  difpofe  you  ;  you'll  be  found^ 
Pe  you  beneath  the  ilcy.  lam  angling  nowj  ^^ 
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Tho'  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  line ; 

[Jfide,  ohfervlng  Her. 

Go  to,  go  to ; 

How  Ihe  holds  up  the  neb,  the  bill  to  him  ! 

And  arms  her  with-^he  boldnefs  of  a  wife. 

[^Exeunt  FoLix.   Her.  and  /Ittendance,    Manet  Leo, 
Mam.  and  Cam. 
To  her  allowing  hufband  1  Gone  already. 
Inch-thick,  knee  deep,  o'er  head  and  ears — a  fork'd  one.— 
Go  play,  boy,  play  :— thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  too;  but  io  difgrac'd   a  part  whole  iflue 
Will  hifs  me  to  my  grave  :  contempt  and  clamour 
Will  be  my  knell. —Go  play,  boy,  play.— There  have  beeflj 
Or  I  am  much  deceived,  cuclcoids  ere  now; 
And  many  a  man  there  is  even  at  this  prefent. 
Now,  while  I  {peak  this,  holds  h's  wife  by  the  arm, 
That  little  thinks  fhe  has  been  fluic'd  in  his  abfence. 
And  his  pond  filh'd  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 
Sir  Smile,  his  neighbour  :  nay,  there's  comfort  in't. 
Whiles  other  men  have  gates,  and  thefe  gates  opened 
As  mine  againft  their  wilL  Should  all  defpair 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themfelves.   Phyfic  for't  there  is  none: 
It  is  a  bawdy  planet  that  v/ill  ilrike 
Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  'tis  powerful,  think  it 
From  eaft,  weft,  north,  and  fouth.   Be  it  concluded. 
No  barricado  for  a  belly.  Know  it, 
It  will  let  in  and  out  the  enemy 
With  bag  and  baggage  :  many  a  thoufand  of  us 
Have  the  difeafe  and  feel't  not.— How  now,  boy  ? 
Mam.  I  am  like  you,  they  fay. 
Leo.  Why  that's  fome  comfort. 
What,  Camillo  there  ! 
Cajn.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 
Leo.  Go  play,  Mamillius.  Thou'rt  an  honeft  man, 

[Exit  Mamillius. 
Camillo,  thi^  great  fir  will  yet  ftay  longer. 

Cam.  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  anchor  hold  ; 
When  you  caft  out  it  ftill  came  home. 
Xf5. 'Dldftnote  it 

Cam.  He  would  not  flay  at  your  petitions  ;  m  de 
His  bufmefs  more  material. 

Leo.  Didft  perceive  it  r 
They're  here  with  me  already ;  whifpering,  rounding, 
Sicilia  if  ^y^y^r/^/ 'tis  far  gone 
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When  I  fhall  guft  it  laft.  How  cam't  Camillo, 
Thathedid  ftay? 

Catn,  At  the  good  queen's  entreaty. 

Leo.  At  the  queen's  be't ;  good  fh  juld  be  pertinent, 
But  fo  it  is,  it  is  not.  Was  this  taken 
By  any  underflanding  pate  but  thine 
For  thy  conceit  is  foaking-,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  blocks  :  not  noted,  is% 
But  of  the  finer  natures  ?  by  fome  feverals 
Of  head-piece  extraordinary?  Lower  mefTes, 
perchance,  are  to  this  bufinefs  purblind  :  fay  ? 

Cam.  Bufinefs,  my  lord,  I  think  moft  underfl-and 
Bohemia  flays  here  longer. 

Leo.  Ha  I 

Cam.  Stays  here  longer, 

Leo,  Ay,  but  why? 

Cam.  To  fatisfy  your  highnefs  and  the  entreaties 
Of  our  moft  gracious  niiftrefs. 

Leo.   Satisfy 
The  entreaties  of  your  miftrefs  ? — Satisfy  ?•— 
Let  that  fuffice.  I  have  trufted  thee,  Camillo, 
With  all  the  neareft  things  to  my  heart,  as  well 
My  chamber-counfels  ;  wherein,  prieft-Iikc,  thqu 
Haft  cleans'd  my  bofom,  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reform'd  :  but  we  have  been 
Deceiv'd  in  thy  integrity,  deceiv'd 
In  that  which  feems  fo. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  lord  ! 

Leo.  To  bide  upon't;— thou  art  nothoneft:  er 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way  thou  art  a  coward  ; 
Which  boxes  honefty  behind,  reftraining 
From  courfe  requir'd.  Or  elfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  fervant  grafted  in  my  ferious  truft 
And  therein  negligent :  or  elfe  a  fool 
That  feeft  a  game  play'd  home,  the  rich  ftake  drawn^ 
And  tak'ft  it  all  for  jeft. 

Ca?n.  My  gracious  lord, 
I  may  be  negligent,  foolifh,  and  fearful; 
In  every  one  of  thefe  no  man  is  free. 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
Amongft  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world 
Sometimes  puts  forth.  In  your  affairs,  my  lord. 
If  ever  I  were  wilful-negligent 
It  was  my  folly  ;  if  induftrioufly 
I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence, 
Not  weighing  well  the  end  j  if  ever  fearful 
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To  do  a  thing  where  I  the  ifTue  doubted, 
Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 
Againit  the  nnn-pe-formance,  'twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  iafi-cts  the  wileft:  thefe^  my  lord. 
Are  fuch  allow'd  infirmities  that  honeft/ 
Is  never  fiee  of.      But.   befeech  your  grace, 
Be  plainer  v*.ith  me  ;  let  me  know  my  trefpafs 
By  its  uwn~vi(aue:   if  I  then  deny  it, 
'Tis  none  of  mins. 

Leo,   Have  not  you  feen,  Camillo, 
^But  that's  paft  doubt :  you  have,  or  your  eyc-glafs 
is  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  horn),  or  heard 
(For  to  a  vifion  fo  apparent,  rumour 
Cannot  be  mu^e),  or  thought  (for  cogitation 
Refiues  not  in  ihat  man  that  does  not  think  it), 
IVly  wife  is  ilippery  ?   If  thou  wilt  confefs 
(Or  elfe  be  impudently  negative, 
To  have  nor  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  thought),  then  fay 
My  wife's  a  hohby-horfe  ;   deferves  a  name 
As  rank  as  any  flax  wench  that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth-plight  fay  it,  and  juflify  it. 
Cam,  I  would  not  be  a  ftander-by  to  hear 
My  fovereign  miftrefs  clouded  fo  without 
My  prefent  vengeance  taken  :  'fhrew  my  heart 
You  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this;  which  to  reiterate  were  fm 
As  deep  as  that  tho'  true. 

Leo.  Is  whifpering  nothing  ? 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meeting  nofes? 

Kiffing  with  infide  lip  ?  flopping  the  career 

Of  laughter  with  a  ligh  ?   (a  note  infallible 

Of  breaking  honefty)  horfmg  foot  on  foot  ? 

Skulking  in  corners  ?  wifhing  clocks  more  fwift? 

Hours,  mmutes  ?   the  noon  midnight  ?   and  all  eyes 

Blind  with  the  pin  and  web  but  theirs,  theirs  only 

That  would,  unfeen,  be  wicked  ?     Is  this  nothing? 

Why  then  the  world  and  all  that's  in't  is  nothing  i 

The  covering  fky  is  nothing  ?  Bohemia  nothing  ; 

My  wife  is  nothing;  nor  nothing  have  thefe  nothings 

If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam,  Good,  my  lord,  be  cur'd 

Of  this  difeas'd  opinion,  and  betimes  5 

For  'tis  moft  dangerous. 
Leo,  Say  it  be,  'tis  true. 
Cam,  No,  no,  my  lord. 
Leo.  It  is  i  you  lie,  you  Hq, 
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I  fiiy  thou  Ii'eft,  Camillo,  and  I  hate  thee  ; 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  lout,  a  mindiers  flavc. 
Or  elfe  a^hovering  temporizer,  that 
Canft  with  thine  eyes  at  once  fee  good  and  evil, 
Inclining  to  them  both.      Wer::;  my  wife's  liver 
Infected  as  her  life,  (he  would  not  live 
The  running  of  one  glafs. 
Cam.   Who  does  infe6l  her  ? 

Leo.  Why,  he  that  wears  her  like  his  medal  hanging 
About  his  neck,  Bohemia;  who  if  I 
Had  fervan^s  true  about  me,  that  bare  eyes 
To  fee  ^like  n-ine  honour  as  th'  ir  profits. 
Their  own  particular  thrift?,  they  would  oo  that 
Which  fhould  undo  more  doing  :  .^-.y,  ^nd  thou 
His  cup-bearer  (whom  I  from  meaner  form 
Have  bench'd  and  rear'd  to  worfhip,  who  may'ft  fee 
Plainly  as  heaven  fees  earth  and  earth  fees  heaven. 
How  I  am  gall'd),  thou  might'il  be  fpice-a-cup 
To  give  mine  enemy  a  lafting  wink. 
Which  draught  to  me  were  cordial. 

Cam,   Sir,  my  lord, 
I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  ralh  por^^ion. 
But  With  a  ling'ring  dram  that  fliould  not  work;^ 
Malicioufly  like  poifon:   but  I  cannot 
Believe  this  crack  to  be  in  my  dread  miftrefs. 
So  fovereignly  being  honourable. 

Leo.  I  have  lov'd  thee. — Make  that  thy  queftion  and  go  rot  I 

Doit  think  I  am  fo  muddy,  (o  unfettled, 

To  appoint  myfelf  in  this  vexation  ?   Sully 

The  purity  and  whitenefs  of  my  fheets, 

Whicn  to  preferve  is  fleep:  which  being  fpptted 

Is  goads,  thorns,  nettle  ,  tails  of  wafps; 

Give  fcandal  to  the  blood  of  the  prince,  my  fon, 

Who  I  do  think  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine, 

Without  ripe  moving  to't  ?     Would  I  do  this  I 

Could  man  fo  blench? 

Cam.  I  muft  believe  you,  fir, 

I  do  and  will  fetch  ofF  Bohemia  for't : 

Provided  that  when  he*s  remov'd  your  bighnefs 

Will  take  again  your  queen  as  your's  atfirft, 

Even  for  your  fon's  fake ;  and  thereby  for  fealing 

The  injury  of  tongues  in  courts  and  kingdoms 

Known  and  ally'd  to  your's. 
Leo.   Thou  dofl:  ad vife  me 

Even  fo  as  I  mine  own  courfe  have  fet  down  : 

ril  give  no  blemifh  to  her  hoftttur,  none. 
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Cam,  My  lord. 
Go  then  ;  ^nd  with  a  countenance  as  clear 
As  friendihip  wears  at  feails  ^^ep  with  Bohemia, 
And  with  your  queen  :   I  am  his  cup-bearer  j 
If  from  me  he  have  wholefome  beveridge 
Account  me  not  your  iervant. 

Leo.  This  is  all : 
Do't,  and  thou  had  one  half  of  my  heart  ; 
Do't  not,  and  thou  fp^it'd  thine  own. 

Cam.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Leo.  I  will  feem  friendly  as  thou  haft  advis'd  me,  [^ExlU 

Cam.  O  miferable  lady  ' — But  for  me, 
What  cafe  (land  i  in  ?     I  muft  be  the  prifoner 
Of  good  Polixenes  ;  and  my  ground  to  do't 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  mafter ;   one 
Who,  in  rebellion  with  nimfelf,  will  hav^ 
All  that  are  his  fo  too. — To  do  this  deed 
Promotion  follows.     If  1  could  find  example  - 
Of  thoufands  that  had  ftruck  anoi   ted  kings 
And  flouri/h'd  after,  I'd  not  do't  ;  but  fince 
Norbrafs,  nor  ftone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not  one,* 
Let  villainy  icfelf  forfvvear't.     I  muft 
Forfake  the  court ;   to  do't  or  no,  is  certain 

To  me  a  break-neck. Happy  ftar  reign  now! 

Here  comes  Bohemia. 

Enter  Polixenes. 

Pol  This  is  ftrange  !     Methinks. 
My  favour  here  begins  to  warp.     Not  fpeak?— 
Good  day,  Cami.io. 

Cam.  Hail,  mcft  royal  fir  I 

FoL  What  is  tne  news  i'  the  court  ? 

Cam,  Nona  rare,  rnylord. 

Pol.  The  icirig  hath  on  him  fuch  a  countenance 
As  he  had  loft  fome  province,  an  i  a  region 
Lo/'d  as  he  loves  himfeif :  even  now  I  met  him 
With  cufto.na'-y  compliment ;   when  he, 
V/aftini^  his  eyes  to  the  contrary,  and  falling 
A  Up  of  mucu  codtempt,  fpeeds  from  mc,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  confide*-  what  is  breeding 
That  changes  thus  his  manners. 

Cam.  IJare  not  know,  iny  lord. 

PoL   [lovv  !  dare  not  ?  do  not  ?  Do  you  know,  and  dare  not? 
Be  intelligeut  to  me       Tis  thereabout: 
For,  to  yourfelf  what  yo'ido  know  you  muft, 
And  cannot  hy  you  dare  agt.     Good  Camiilo, 


Vour  chang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  mirror. 
Which  fhews  me  mii>e  changM  too :  for  I  muft  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 
Myfelf  thus  alter'd  with  it. 

Cam,  There  is  a  ficknefs 
Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  diflemper,  but 
I  cannot  name  the  difeafe,  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you  that  yet  are  well. 

Pol.  How  caught  of  me  ? 
Make  me  not  fighted  like  the  bafilifk  : 
I  have  look'd  on  thoufands  who  have  fped  the  better 
By  my  regard,  but  kiU'd  none  fo.     Camillo, 
As  you  are  certainly  a  gentleman,  thereto 
Clerk-like  experienc'd  (which  no  lefs  adorns 
Our  gentry,  than  our  parents'  noble  names. 
In  whofe  fuccefs  we  are  gentle) ;   I  befeech  you, 
If  you  know  aught  which  doe's  behove  my  knowledge 
Thereof  to  be  inform'd,  imprifon  it  not 
In  ignorant  concealment. 

Cam.  I  may  not  anfwer. 

Pol.  A  ficknefs  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well  ? 
I  muft  be  anfwer'd.     Doft  thou  hear,  Camillo, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  parts  of  man 
Which  honour  does  acknowledge  (whereof  the  lea^ 
Is  not  this  fuit  of  mine)  that  thou  declare 
What  incidency  thou  doft  guefs  of  harm 
Is  creeping  tov/ards  me  ;  how  far  ofF,  how  near, 
Which  way  to  be  prevented  if  it  be, 
If  not  how  beft  to  bear  it. 

Ca??i.  Sir,  I'll  tell  you. 
Since  I  am  charg'd  in  honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable.     Therefore  mark  my  counfcl, 
Which  muft  be  even  as  fwiftly  follow'd  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it ;  or  both  yourfelf  and  me 
Cry,  /o/?,  and  fo  good  night. 

Pol,  On,  good  Camillo. 

Cam,  I  am  appointed  Him  to  murder  you. 

Pol.  By  whom,  Camillo  ? 

Catn.  By  the  king. 

Pol.  For  what  ? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay  with  all  confidence  he  fwears 
As  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  inftrument 
To  vice  you  to't,  that  you  have  touched  his  queer\ 
Forbiddenly, 

Pol.  Oh,  then  my  beft  blood  turn 
To  an  infecSled  jelly  ;  and  my  name 
Be  yok'd  witli  his  that  did  betray  the  beft  I 
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Turn  then  my  frefheft  repuLatlon  to 
A  favour  that  may  ftrike  the  dulleft  noftril 
Where  I  arrive;' and  my  approch  be  lliunnM, 
Nay,  hated  tooworfe  than  the  great'ft  infedtioa 
That  e'er  was  heard  or  read  ! 

Cam.  Swear  this  though  over 
By  each  particular  ttar  in  heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences,  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  fea  for  to  obey  the  moon 
As  or  by  oath  remove,  or  counfel  ihake, 
The  fabric  of  his  folly  vi^hofe  foundation 
is  pil*d  upon  his  faith,  and  will  continue 
The  ftanding  of  his  body. 
Pol,  How  fhould  this  grow  ? 
Cam.  I  know  not :  but  I  am  fure  'tis  fafer  to 
Avoid  what's  grown  than  queftion  how  'tis  born* 
If,  therefore,  you  dare  truft  my  honefty, 
That  lies  inclofed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawn'd  away  to-night. 
Your  followers  I  will  whifper  to  the  bufmefs  ; 
And  will  by  twos  and  threes  at  feveral  pofterns 
Clear  them  o'the  city.     For  myfelf  I'll  put 
My  fortunes  to  your  fervice,  which  are  here 
By  this  difcovery  loft.     Be  net  uncertain ; 
For,  by  the  honour  of  my  parents,  I 
Have  utter'd  truth  ;  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 

I  dare  not  ftand  by ;  nor  fhall  you  be  fafer 

Than  one  condemned  by  the  king's  own  mouth  ; 

Thereon  his  execution  fworn. 
Pol.  I  do  believe  thee  : 

I  faw  his  heart  in's  face.    Give  me  thy  hand  ; 

Be  pilot  to  me  and  thy  places  fhall 

Still  neighbour  mine.    My  fhips  are  ready,  and 

My  people  did  expe6t  my  hence  departure 

Two  days  ago. — This  jealoufy 

Is  for  a  precious  creature  :  as  fhe's  rare, 

Muft  it  be  great  y  and,  as  his  perfon's  mighty^ 

Muft  it  be  violent ;  and  as  he  does  conceive 

He  is  diOionour'd  by  a  man  which  ever 

Profefs'd  to  him,  why  his  revenges  muft 

Jn  that  be  made  more  bitter.     Fear  o'erfhades  me: 

Good  expedition  be  my  friend,  and  comfort 

The  gracious  queen;  part  of  his  theme,  but  nothing 

Of  his  ill-ta'en  fufpicion  !  Come,  Camilloj 

I  will  refpea  thee  as  a  father  if 

Thou  bear'il  my  life  ofF  hence.     Let  us  avoid* 
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,.  Cam,  It  is  in  mine  authority  to  command  , 
The  keys  of  ail  the  pofterns  :  pleafe  your  highnefs 
To  take  the  urgent  hour.      Come,  fir,  away.  [^Exeunt* 

ACT     11. 

SCENE    J.—7he  Palace, 

Enter  Hermione,  Mamillius,  and Ladm, 

Hermione, 

TAKE  the  boy  to  you  :  he  fo  trou"bIes  mcj* 
'Tis  pall  enduring. 
1  Lady,  Come,  my  gracious  lord. 
Shall  I  be  your  play-fellow  ? 
Mam.  No,  I'll  none  of  you. 

1  Lady,  Why;  my  fweet  lord  ? 

Mam.  You'll  kifs  me  hard,  and  fpeak  to  me  as  if  I  were  a 
baby  ftill.     1  love  you  better. 

2  Lady.   And  why  fo,  my  lord  ? 
Ma?n,  Not  for  becaufe 

Your  brows  are  blacker  (yet  black  brows,  they  fay^ 
Become  fome  women  beft;  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  femicircle. 
Or  a  half  moon  made  v»ith  a  pen). 

2  Lady.  Who  taught  you  this  } 

Mam.  I  learn'd  it  out  of  women's  faces.     Pray  now» 
What  colour  are  your  eye-brows. 

1  Lady.  Blue,  my  lord. 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  mock  :  I've  feen  a  lady's  nofc 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eye-brows. 

2  Lady.  Hark  ye  ; 

The  queen,  your  mother,  rounds  apace  :  we  fhall 
Prefent  our  fervices  to  a  fine  new  prince 
One  of  thefe  days  ;  and  then  you'll  wanton  with  us. 
If  we  would  have  you. 

2  Lady,  She  is  fpread  of  late 
Into  a  goodly  bulk  -,  good  time  encounter  her  ! 

Her,  What  Wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you  ?  Come,  lir,  now 
I  am  for  you  again.     Pray  you  fit  by  us 
And  tell  us  a  tale. 

Mam,  Merry  or  fad  fliall  it  be  ? 

Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam.   A  fad  tale's  beft  for  winter  ; 
I  have  one  of  fprights  and  goblins. 

Her.   Let's  have  that,  good  fir. 
Come  on,  fit  down.     Come  on,  and  do  your  beft 
•To  fright  me  with  your  fprights  \  you're  powerful  at  it.' 
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Mam,  There  was  a  man- 


Ht>-,  Nay,  come,  fit  down  ;  then  on. 
Alcun.  Dvvelt  by  a  churchyard  :  — I  will  tell  It  foftly  : 
Yon  criclcets  fhall  not  hear  it. 

Her,  Co;ne  on  then,  and  give't  me  in  mine  ear. 

Enter  Leontet,  A^TiGOf^us^  and  Lords, 

Leo,  Was  he  met  there  ?  his  train  ?  Camillo  with  him  ? 

Lord,   Behind  me  tuft  of  pines  I  met  them  ;  never 
Saw  I  men  fcoar  lo  on  their  way  ;  I  ey'd  them 
Even  i-O  tneir  A'ps. 

Leo.  How  bl  it  am  1 
In  my  jult  cenfure  !  in  my  true  opinion  ! 
Aiack)  for  leffer  knowledge  ! — How  accurs'd 
In  beini:  fo  bled  !     There  may  be  in  the  cup 
A  fpi  ier  fteep'd,  and  one  may  drink,  depart. 
And  yet  partake  no  venom,  for  his  knowledge 
Is  net  infected  !  but  if  one  prefent 
The  abhorr'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
Hovvhe  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  gorge,  his  Tides, 
With  violent  hefts  ; — I  have  drunk  and  feen  the  fpider.— - 
Camillo  was  his  help  in  this,  his  pander  : 
There  is  a  plot  againft  my  life,  my  crown  ; 
All's  true  that  is  miftruiied  :  that  fa'ife  villian 
Whom  I  employ'd  was  pre-employ'd  by  him  : 
He  hath  difcover'd  my  defign,  and  I 
Remain  a  pinch'd  thing ;  yea,  a  very  trick 
l^'or  them  to  play  at  will.     How  came  the  pofterns 
So  eafily  open  ? 

Lord,  By  his  great  authority, 
"Which  often  hath  no  lefs  prevailed  than  fo 
On  your  command. 

Leo.  I  know't  too  well. 

Give  me  the  boy  ;  \To  Hermione.]  I  am  glad  you  did  not 

nurfe  him  ; 
Though  he  does  bear  fome  figns  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  blood  in  him. — — 

Her,  What  is  this  ;  fport  ? 

Lto.  Bear  the  boy  hence,  he  fhall  not  come  about  her  ; 
Away  with  him  ;  and  let  her  fport  herfelf 
With  that  fhe's  big  Vvith  \  for  it  is  Polixenes 
Has  made  her  fweli  thus. 

Her.  But  rd  fay  he  had  not ; 
And  ril  be  fworn  you  would  believe  my  faying, 
Howe'er  you  lean  to  the  nayward. 
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Leo.  You,  my  lords, 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well  \  be  but  riboitt 
Xo  {-.vf  Jhe  is  goodly  lady^  and 
The  juftice  of  your  hearts  will  therelo  add, 
'lis  pity  j}:e'  not  honej}^  honour ahlc  \ 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without-door  form 
(Which  on  my  faith  defervcshi^h  fpcech},  and  flraigbt 
The  llirug,  the  hum,  or  ha — thefe  petty  brands 

That  calumny  doth  ufe.     Oh,  I  am  out 

That  mercy  does  ;  ior  calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  itfelf. — Thefe  ihrugs,  thefe  hums,  and  ha's. 
When  you  have  faid  fhe's  goodly,  come  between. 
Ere  you  can  fay  fhe's  honeft.     But  be  it  known 
(From  him  that  has  mofi:  caufe  to  grieve  it  iiiould  be) 
See's  an  adultrefs. 

Her.  Should  a  villain  f.iyfo, 
The  moft  replenifn'd  villain  in  the  world. 
He  were  as  much  more  villain.     You,  my  lord. 
Do  but  miftake. 

Lpo,  You  have  miftook,  my  lady, 
Polixenes  for  Leont-S.      O  thou  thing 
Which  ri)  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place, 
Lcv^a  barbaiiuii,  making  me  the  precedent, 
Should  a  like  language  ufe  to  all  degrees, 
And  mannerly  ddbnguiiliment  leave  out 
Betwixt  the  prince  and  beggar  I — I  have  faid 
She's  an  adultrefs  ; — 1  have  faid  v/ith  whom  j 
More,  fhe's  a  traitor  ;  and  Camillo  is 
A  federary  with  her  ;  and  one  that  knows 
What  (he  iTiOuld  (liame  to  know  herfelf 
But  with  her  moil  vile  principal,  that  file's 
A  be  1-fvverver,  even  cis  bad  as  thofe 
That  vulgars  give  bold  "ft  titles  ;  ay,  and  priv^ 
To  this  their  late  efcapc. 
Her.  No,  by  my  life^ 
Pnvy  to  none  of  this.  How  will  this  grieve  you 
V/hen  you  (hall  come  to  clearer  knowledge  that 
You  have  thus  publilh'd  me  ;     Gentle  my  lord, 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  thouroughly  then,  to  fay 
You  did  miffcake. 

Leo.   No,  if  I  mi  flake 
In  thefe  foundations  which  I  build  upon, 
The  centre  is  not  big  enough  to  bear   . 
A  fchool -boy's  top.     Av/ay  with  her  to  prifon  5 
He  who  ihali  f,-)eak  for  her  is  far  ofFguilty, 
But  that  hefpeaks. 
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Her,  There's  fome  ill  planet  reigns  : 
I  mult  be  patient  till  the  heavens  look 
Wich  .i.iarpe6t  more  fav-.mrabie.     Good,  m-y  lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping  iis  our  fcx 
Co;Ti  noivly  are^  the  want  of  \\'hich  vain  dew, 
Perchance,  fii ill  dry  your  pitiss   but  I  have 
'i  har  honourabh  grief  log'd  here,  vfhich  burns 
Worfe  than  tears  drovvi :  'Bcfv^ech  you  all,  my  lordsy 
With  thought  (o  q:.iahfied  as  your  charities 
Shall  bed  initruvSt  you,-  me-^.iiire  me  ;  and  fo 
The  k.1  tig's  will  be  perforn/d  ! — 

Leo.   Shall  i  be  heard? 

Her,  \^/ho  is't  that :  :oes  v/ith  nie  ?  'befeech  y6ur  highnefs. 
My  woinen  mav  be  with  me  •,  for,  you  fee, 
My  plight  requires  it   Do  not  v»'ec}),good  ioah^lTo  her  Ladies, 
Thf;re  is  no  caufe  :  v\'hen  you  fhall  know  your  miftrefs 
Hath  deferv'd  pnfon  then  abound  in  tears 
As  I  come  out :  tn-.s  action  I  now  pi  on 
Is  for  my  better  grace.      Adieu,  my  lord, 
1  never  wifh'd  to  (ee  you  forry  ;  now, 
I  truft,  1  fhall My  women — come  ;  you  have  leave. 

Leo.   Go,  do  our  bidding  ,  hence.      [Exit  ^ieen guarded^ 

Lord.  '^Befeech  your  highnefs,  call  the  queen  again. 

Ant.  Be  certain  what  yoa  do,  fir,  left  your  juftice 
Prove  violence,  in  the  which  three  great  ones  fuffer  ; 
Yourfelf,  your  queen,  your  fon. 

Lord.    Yov  her,  my  lord, 
I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't,  fir, 
Pleafe  you  to  accept  it,  that  the  queen  is  fpotlefs 
I'the  eyes  of  heaven,  and  to  you  j  I  mean 
In  this  which  you  accufe  her. 

Jnt.  If  it  prove 
She's  otherwife,  I'll  keep  my  ftables  where 
I  lodge  my  wife  •,  I'll  go  in  couples  with  her ; 
That  when  I  f^el  and  fee  her,  no  further  truit  hex  j 
For  every  inch  of  woman  in  the  world, 
Ay,  every  dram  of  woman's  flefh  is  falfe 
If  (he  be. 

Leo.   Hold  your  peace. 

Lord,  Good,  my  lord. 

Ant,  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  ourfelves  : 
You  are  abus'd,  and  by  fome  putter  on 
That  will  be  damn'd  for't ;  would  I  knew  the  villainy 
I  would  land-damn  hin\  :  Be  fhe  honour-flaw 'd, 
I  have  three  daughters,  the  eldefl  is  eleven, 

C  z 
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The  fecond  and  the  third  nine,  and  fome  five  ; 

If  this  prove  true  they'll  pay  for't  ; By  mine  hoi^our, 

I'll  geld  'cm  all  :  fourteen  they  fhall  not  fee 
To  bring  falfe  generations:  they  are  coheirs. 
And  T  had  rather  glib  myfelf  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  ifTue. 

Leo.   Ceafe  ;  no  more  : 
"\'ou  fmell  this  bufinefs  with  a  fenfe  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead  man's  nofe  :  I  fee't  and  feel^t, 
As  you  feel  doing  thus  ;  and  fee  withal 
The  inftruments  that  feel,  \_Striklng  his  Brows, 

Ant.  If  it  be  fo 
We  need  no  grave  to  buryhonefty  ; 
There's  not  a  grain  of  it  the  face  to  fweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 

Leo\  What,  laciv  I  credit  ? 

Lord    I  had  rather  you  did  lack,  than  I,  my  lord, 
Upon  this  ground  ;  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  her  honour  true  than  your  fufpicion, 
Eeblam'd  for't  how  you  might, 

Leo,  Why  what  need  we 
Commune  v/ith  you  of  this  I  but  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  infligation  ?      Our  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counfels,  but  our  natural  goodnefs 
Imparts  this  ;  v/hich  if  you  (or  ftupified 
Or  i'eemingfo  in  fKillj  cannot  or  will  not 
Relifti  as  truth,  like  us,  inform  vourfelves, 
We  need  no  more  of  your  advice  ;  the  matter^ 
The  lofs,  die  gain,  the  ord'ring  on't,  is  all 
Properly  ours. 

J7it.  And  I  wifh,  my  liege, 
You  ban  only  in  your  filent  judgment  try'd  it 
Without  more  overture. 

Leo.  How  could  that  be  ? 
Either  thou  art  moft  ignorant  by  age, 
Or  thou  wert  born  a  fool.    Camillo's  flight 
Added  to  their  familiarity 

(Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touch'd  conjecture, 
'!  hat  lack'd  fight  only,  nought  for  approbation. 
But  only  feeing  all  other  circumflances 
Made  up  to  the  deed},  do  pufh  on  this  proceeding  : 
Yet,  for  a  greater  confirmation 
(For  in  an  a6t  of  this  importance  'twere 
Moil:  piteous  to  be  wild),  I  have  difpatch'd  in  pofl 
To  facred  Delphos,  to  Apollo's  temple, 
Cleomenes  and  Dion,  whom  you  know 
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Of  ftua^d  fufnciency.     Now,  from  the  oracle 
They  will  biiiig  ail ;  whoib  i'jjintiial  couiifcl  had 
Shall  i\op  or  fpur  me.   Have  I  done  well  ? 

Lord.  Well  clone,  my  lord 

Lt9.   Thoii-^h  I  am  iatisfy'd  and  need  no  mere 
Than  what  1  know,  yet  Iha  i  the  or.icle 
Give  reft  to  the  minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he 
Whofe  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  the  truch.      So  iiave  we  thought  it  good 
From  our  free  perfon  {he  (Hould  be  coniin'd  ; 
Left  that  the  treacnery  of  t.ie  f.vo  fted  hence 
Be  leit  her  to  perform.     Come,  follow  us, 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  public  :  for  this  bufinefs 
Will  raife  us  all. 

/f;//    [J/u/e.]  To  laughter,  as  I  take  it, 
If  the  good  truth  were  known.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    U,—JPrijon, 

Efiter  Paulina  and  Gentleman. 

Paul   The  keeper  of  the  prifon  —call  to  him  ;  [Ex.  Gent, 
Let  him  have  knowledge  who  I  am.     Good  lady  ! 
No  court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee  ; 
What  doft  thou  then  in  prifon  ?  Now,  good  fir. 

Re-enter  Gentleman  with  the  Gaoler* 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

G'jol.   For  a  worthy  lady. 
And  one  whom  I  much  honour. 

Paul.  Pray  you  then 
Conduct  me  to  the  queen. 

Gaol.  I  may  not,  madam  ;  to  the  contrary 
I  have  exprefs  commandment. 

Paul.   Here's  ado, 
To  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
The  accefs  of  gentle  vifitors  I  Is  it  lawful, 
Pray  you,  to  fee  her  women  ?  any  of  them  ? 
Emilia  ? 

Gaoler.   So  pleafe  you,  madam, 
To  put  apart  thefe  you  attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Paul.  I  pray  you  now 
Call  her.    Withdraw  yourfelves.  Exeunt  Gent^ 

C3 
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Gaol  And.,  madam,  I  muft 
Be  prefent;  at  your  conference. 

Paul   Well  ;  be  it  fo,  prithee.   Here  is  fuch  ado  [Ex.  GacI^ 
To  make  no  flain  a  (lain  as  paileth  colouring. 

Enter  Emilia 

Dear  gentlewoman,  how  fares  our  gracious  lady  ? 

EmiL   As  well  as  one  fo  great  and  fo  forlorn 
May  hold  too;ether.    On  her  frights  and  griefs 
(Which  never  tender  lady  hath  borne  greater). 
She  is  fomething  before  her  time  deiiver'd. 

Paul,   A  b®y^ 

E??7il.   A  daughter;  and  a  goodly  babe, 
Ludy,  and  like  to  live,     llie  queen  receive^ 
Much  comfort  in't :  fays,  My  poor  prijoner^^ 
I  am  as  innoeent  as  yoit. 

Paul.  I  dare  be  fworn  \^ — »?— 
Thefe  dangerous  unfafeluneso'the  king,  beOirew  theoiy 
He  muft  be  told  on't,  and  he  (hall  :  the  ofHce 
Becomes  a  woman  befl ;  Pll  take't  upon  me. 
If  I  prove  honey-mouth'd  let  my  tongue  biiller  j 
And  never  to  my  red-lqok'd  ani;er  be 
The  trumpet  any  more.   Pray  you,  Emilia, 
Commend  rr:y  heft  obedieiice  to  the  queen  x 
If  fhe  dares  trufl  me  with  her  little  b;Lbe 
I'll  fhew't  the  king,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  tfi'  Joudeft.     We  do  not  know 
How  he  may  Mt^i\  at  the  fight  o'the  child  ; 
The  filence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Perfuades  when  fpeaking  fail?. 

Emil.   Mofl  worthy  madams 
Your  honour  and  your  goodnefs  is  (o  evident 
'"I'hatyour  free  undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  iflue  :  there  is  no  lady  living 
So  meet  tor  this  great  errand,  Pleafe  your  ladyflilp 
Tovifit  the  next  room,  Pi]  prefently 
Acquaint  the  queen  of  your  mod' noble  cfFerj 
Who  but  to  day  hammer'd  of  this  defign, 
But  durft  not  tempt  a  minifter  of  honour,' 
TLeft  ilie  fhould  be  deny'd. 

Paul   Tell  her,  Emilia, 
I'll.ufe  the.L  tongue  I  have  ;  if  wit  flow  from  it 
As  boldr.efs  from  my  bofom  let  it  not  be  doubted 
I  fhall  do  good.  ' 

Emil   No  be  you  bleft  for  it  ' 
I'll  to  the  queen  :  pleafe  you  come  fomething  nearero 
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GaoL  Madam,  iPt  pleafe  the  queen  to  fend  the  babe 
I  know  not  v/hat  I  fhall  incur  to  pals  it, 
Havjp.g  no  warrant. 

Paul.   You  need  not  fear  it,  fir  : 
The  child  w^s  prifoner  to  the  womb  ;  ^ni  is 
By  law  and  proreis  of  great  nature  thence 
Freed  and  enfranchise  ;  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  k'mz  ;  nor  guilty  of, 
If  any  be,  the  tn  fpafs  of  the  queen, 

G.'iol.  1  do  believe  it. 

P'iul    Do  not  you  fear  ;  upon  mine  honour  I 
Will  ftand  betwixt  you  and  danger.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE   WL^Changes  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  Leoxtes,  Antigonus,   Loras^  and  other  AitendaMis; 

Leo.  Nor  night  nor  day  no  red  : — It  is  but  weaknefs 
To  bear  tne  matter  thus;  mere  weaknefs,  if 
The  caufe  Vv^ere  not  in  being  ; — part  o'the  caufe, 
She,  the  adultrefs ; — for  the  harlot  king 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arm,  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  my  brain,  plot-proof:  but  Ihe 
I  can  hook  to  me  ;  fay  that  Ihe  were  £^one, 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moiety  of  rny  reit 
Might  come  to  me  again.    Who's  there  ? 

Enter  an  Attendant, 

Aiien.  My  l')rd  ' 

Leo.  How  does  the  boy  ? 

Aiten.   He  took  o;ood  reft  to-night ;  'tis  hop'd 
His  ficknefs  is  difch.irg'd. 

Leo.  To  kt  his  noblcnefs  I 
Conceiving  the  difhcnjur  of  his  mother 
He  llraight  declin'd,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply,    ' 
Faften'd  and  hx'd  the  fhame  on't  in  himfelf, 
Threw  off  his  fpirit,  his  appetite,  his  Aeep, 
And  downright  languifh'd,  Leave  me  foiely  ;  go,[^;^.  Attenl 
See  how  he  fares, — Fy,  fy  I  no  thought  of  him  i 
The  very  thought  of  my  reven/es  that  way 
Recoil  upon  me;  in  himfelf  too  mighty. 
And  in  his  parties,  his  alliance — let  h\n\  be 
Until  a  time  may  ferve.   For  prefent  vengeance 
Take  it  on  her.  Camillo  and  Pclixenes 
Laugh  at  me,  make  their  paftime  at  mv  forruW ; 
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They  fhould  not  laugh  if  I  could  reach  them  ;  nor 
Shall  (he  within  my  power. 

Enter  Paulina  with  a  Child, 

Lord,  You  muft  not  enter. 

Paid.  Nay,  rather,  good  my  lord,  be  fecond  to  me  ; 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  pallion  more,  alas  ! 
Than  the  queen's  life  ?  a  gracious  innocent  foul, 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 

j]nt.   That's  enough. 

Jtten.  Madam,  he  hath  not  flept to-night;  commanded 
None  fliould  comeathim. 

Paul.   Not  fo  hot,  good  fir  ; 
J  come  to  bring  him  fleep.    'Tis  fuch  as  you 
That  creep  like  ihadows  by  him,  and  do  figh 
At  eaqh  his  needlefs  heavings  ; — fuch  as  you 
iNourifh  the  caufe  of  his  awaking:  I 
Do  come  with  words  as  med'cinal  as  true  j 
Honeft  as  either ;  to  purge  him  of  that  humour 
That  preffeshim  from  fleep. 

Leo.  What  noife  there,  ho  ? 

Paul.  No  noife,  my  lord,  but  needful  conference 
About  feme  gofTips  for  your  highnefs, 

I^eo.   How  ! 
Away  with  that  audacious  lady. — Antigonus, 
Icharg'd  thee  thatil^e  lliould  not  com?  about  me, 
I  knew  fhe  would. 

Jilt.  1  told  her  fo,  my  lord, 
On  your  difpleafure's  peril,  and  on  mine, 
She  fhould  not  vifit  you. 

Leo.   What  can'ft  net  rule  her  ? 

Paul,  From  all  difhonefty  he  can  ;  in  this 
(Unlefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done^ 
Commit  me  for  committing  honour),  truft  it 
He  ihall  not  rule  me. 

Jut.  Lo  you  now  ;  you  hear  ! 
When  fhe  will  tike  the  rein  1  let  her  run, 
But  flie'll  no:  flumble. 

Fatd.   Good  my  liege,  I  come 
And,  I  befeech  you,  hear  me,  who  profefs 
Myfelf  your  loyal  fervant,  your  phyfician. 
Your  mofl  obedient  coiinfellor  ;  yet  that  dares 
Lels  appear  lo  in  comforting  your  evils 
Than  luch  as  moft  feems  your's,    I  fay  I  come 
From  your  good  queen. 

Leo,  Good  queen  I 
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Paul.  Goo  I  queen,  my  lord,  good  qii;  e  i !  Ifay  gooJ  queen; 
And  would  by  combat  .nake  her  good,  to  ^^'Q\■^  i 
A  mun  the  worft  about  you. 

Leo.   Force  her  hence. 

t'aul.    Let  him  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eyes 
Firft  hand  me.   On  mine  own  accord  I'll  off, 

But  firft  1 II  do  my  errand  The  good  queen, 

For  (he  is  good,  hatn  brought  you  forth  a  daughter  : 

H'.-re  'tis,  commends  it  to  your  blefnng.[Z^y/V/^'-  clozun  the  Chil^^ 

Leo.  Out ! 
A  mankind  witch  !  Hence  v/ith  her  out  o'the  door  : — 
A  n:ioil  intclligencing  bawd  ! 

Paul,  Not  fo  : 
I  am  as  i^^norant  in  that  as  you 
In  fo  entitimg  me  ;  and  no  lefs  honed 
Than  you  are  mad  ;  which  is  enough,  I'll  warrant. 
As  th's  world  goes  to  pafs  for  honeft. 

Leo    Traitors  ! 
Will  you  not  pufli  her  out  ?  Give  her  the  ba{lard.[Tij  Ant* 
Thou  dotard,  thou  art  woman-tir'd  ;  unroofted 
By  thy  dame  Partlet  here.   Take  up  the  baftard, 
I'ake't  up,  I  fay  ;  give't  to  thy  crone, 

Paul.   For  ever 
Unvenerable  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 
'^Fak'ft  up  the  princefs  by  that  forced  bafenefs 
Which  he  has  put  upon't  I 

Leo,   He  dreads  his  wife  ! 

Paul.   So  I  would  you  did  ;  then  'twere  pafl  all  doubt 
You'd  call  your  children  your's 

Leo.  A  neft  of  traitors  ! 

Jnt.  I  am  none,  by  this  good  light. 

Paul.   Nor  I  ;  nor  any 
But  one  jthat's  here,  and  that's  himfelf : — For  he 
The  facred  honour  of  himfelf,  his  queen's, 
His  hopeful  fon's,  his  babe's  betrays  to  flander, 
Whofe  fting  is  fharper  than  the  fword's,  and  will  not 
(For  as  the  cafe  now  ftands,  it  is  a  curfe 
He  cannot  be  compeU'd  to't)  once  remove 
The  root  of  his  opinion,  which  is  rotten 
As  ever  oak  or  ftone  was  found. 

LcQ,  A  callet 
Of  boundlefs  tongue  ;  who  late  hath  beat  her  hufhand, 
And  now  baits  me. — This  brat  is  none  of  mine, 
It  IS  the  ifTue  of  Polixenes. — 
Hence  with  it  i  and,  together  with  the  dam, 
Commit  them  to  the  fire. 
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Paul.  It  is  your's  ; 
And,  might  we  lay  the  old  proverb  to  your  char.?e, 
So  like  you  'tis  the  worfe.  Bc;hoid,  my  lords, 
Altho'  the  print  be  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  tne  frither  ;  eye,  nofe,  lip, 
The  trick  of  his  frown,  his  foiehead,  nay  the  valley, 
The  pretty  dimple^  of  his  chin  and  cheek,  his  Imilfs^ 

The  very  mould  and  frame  of  n  ;nd,  nail,  finger. • 

y\nd  thou,  good  goddefs  Nature,  Vvhich  haft  made  it 

So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  hall: 

The  ordering;  of  the  mind  too,  'mongil:  all  colours 

No  y.jlow  m't,  lelt  {lie  (ufpecl,  as  he  does, 

{Jer  ch.ildren  net  her  hufband's  ! 

Leo.   A  grofs  hag  ' 
And,lozel,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd 
That  wilt  not  i\.\y  her  tongue. 

Ant.  Hang  all  the  hufbands 
That  cannot  do  that  feat,  you'll  leave  yourfeif 
Hardly  one  fubjefl:. 

Leo.  Once  more,  take  her  hence. 

PcwJ.  A  moft  unworthy  and  unnatural  lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leo.  I'll  have  thee  burnt. 

Paul  I  care  not  ; 
It  is  an  heretic  that  makes  the  fire, 
Not  ftie  Vv^hich  burns  in't»  I'll  not  call  you  tyrant  j, 
But  this  moft  cruel  ufage  of  your  queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  accufiition 
Than  your  own  weak-hing'd  fancy)  fomething  favour^i 
Of  tyranny^  and  will  ignoble  make  you, 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  w^orld. 

Leo.  On  your  allegiance 
Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.  Were  I  tyrant 
Where  were  her  life  t  flie  durft  r«iot  call  me  To 
If  fhe  did  know  me  one.   Away  with  her, 

Paul  I  pray  you  do  not  pulli  me,  Fil  be  gone. 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  lord,  'tis  your's  ;  Jove  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  fpirit  ! — What  need  thefe  hands  r 
You  that  are  tiuis  fo  tender  o'er  his  follies 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So  fo  ;  f?.rewell  ;  we  are  gone.  [  Exit:t 

Leo'.   Thou,  traitor,  haft  fet  thy  wife  on  to  this. — 
Mv  child  I  aWay  wi.th't  I    Even  thou,  that  haft 
A  hi^art  fo  tender  o'er  i^t^ke  it  hence 
And  fee  it  inft  uitly  confum'd  with  fire  ; 
Even  (hou,  and  none  but  thou.  Take  it  up  ftiaight; 
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Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  it  is  done 
(And  by  good  teftimony),  or  I'll  feize  thy  life 
With  what  thou  elfe  call'ft  thine.   If  thou  refufc^ 
And  wi'.t  encounter  with  my  wrtith,  fay  fo  ; 
The  baftard  brains  with  thefe  iny  proper  hi^nds 
JShall  I  dafli  out.   Go,  take  it  to  the  fire, 
For  th'^u  fett'fi  on  thy  wile. 

Ant^  I  did  not,  fir  ; 
Thefe  lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  pleafe 
Can  clear  me  in't. 

Lord.   We  can.    My  royal  liege, 
He  is  notgiiiltyof  her  coming  hither. 

Leo,  You  are  liars  all. 

Lord,  'ijefeech  your  highncfs  give  us  better  credit : 
We  have  always  truly  ferv'd  you  ;  and  befeech  you 
So  to  efieem  of  us  :  And  on  our  knees  v/e  beg 
f  As  recompence  of  our  dear  fervices 
raf]:  and  to  corne)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe 
Which  being  fo  hrrrible,  fc  bloody,  muft 
!L,ead  on  to  fome  foul  ifTue.     We  all  kneel — ; —  [j^hey  kmel^ 

Leo    I  am  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows  ; 
Shall  I  live  on  to  fee  this  baftard  kneel 
And  call  me  father  .?  better  burn  it  now 
Than  curfe  it  then.   But  be  it ;  let  \t  live  : 
—It  fhall  not  neither. — You,  fir,  come  you  hither  : 

\_To  Antigonus, 
You  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 
With  lady  Margery,  your  midwife,  there, 
To  fave  thjs  baltard's  life  (for  'tis  a  baftard 
So  fure  as  this  beard's  ^rey),  what  will  ypu  adventure 
To  fave  this  brat's  life  ? 

j^nt.  Any  thing  my  lord,  my  lord, 
That  my  ability  may  undergo, 
And  noblenefs  impofe:  at  Icaft,  thus  much  ; 
I'll  pawn  the  little  blood  which  I  have  left 
To  fave  the  innocent :  any  thing  poffible. 

Leo.  It  fliall  be  poifTible  ;  fvvear  by  this  fword 
Thou  v/ilt  perform  my  bidding. 

jint.  I  will  my  lord. 

Lee,  Mark  and  perform  it ;  (fecft  thou  ?  for  the  fail 
Of  any  point  in't  fhall  not  only  be 
Death  to  thyfelf,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  wife, 
Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.   We  enjoin  thee. 
As  thou  art  liege  man  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
This  female  baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it; 
To  fome  remote  anddefart  place  quite  out; 
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Of  our  dominions  -,  and  that  there  thou  lekvc  it, 
Without  more  mercy  to  its  own  prot-aion 
And  favour  of  the  clrnate.   As  by  ftriiige  fortune 
It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  juftice  charge  thee 
On  thy  foul's  peril,  and  thy  body's  torture, 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to  fome  place 
Where  chance  may  nurfe  or  erid  it.     Take  it  up. 

Jnt.  I  fwear  to  do  this  i  tbo'  a  prefent  death 
Had  been  more  merciful.   Come  on,  poor  babe  : 
Some  powerful  fpirit  inft'-ud  the  kites  and  ravens 
To  be  thy  nurfes  !     Wolves  and  bears,  they  fay, 
Caftins;  their  favagenefs  afide,  have  done 

Like  olices  of  pity.— Sir,  be  profperous 

In  more  than  this  deed  does  require  !   and  bleffing 

A^ainft  this  cruelty  fight  on  thy  fide. 

Poor  thing,  condemn'd  to  lofs  !  [Exit  with  the  Child. 

Leo.  No  •,  I'll  not  rear     . 

Another's  ifiue. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef  Pleafe  your  highnefs,  polls 

From  thofe  you  fent  to  the  oracle  are  come 

An  hour  fince.    Cleomenes  and  Dion, 

Beino-  well  arriv'd  from  Delphos,  are  both  landed, 

Haftingto  the  court. 

Lord.   So  pleafe  you,  fir,  their  fpeed 

Hath  been  beyond  account. 
Lto,  Twenty-three  days 

They  have  been  abfent ;  '  Fis  good  fpeed,  foretels 

The  great  Apollo  fucldenly  will  have 

The  truth  of  this  appear.   Prepare  you,  lords  ; 

Summon  the  felTion  that  we  may  arraign 

Our  mod  dilloyal  lady  :  for,  as  ilie  hath 

Been  publickly  accus'd,  fo  fhall  file  have 

A  juft  and  open  trial.    While  fhe  lives 

My  heart  will  be  a  burden  to  me.   Leave  me, 

And  think  upon  my  bidding.  [Exeunt  fever  ally  ^ 

ACT      IIL 

SCENE    L— ^  Part  of  Sicily,  near  the  Sea-fide. 

Enter  Cleomenes  and  Dion,  with  Attendants. 

Cleomenes. 

THE  climate's  delicate  ;  the  air  moft  fweet ; 
Fertile  the  iile  ;  the  temple  much  furpaffing 
The  common  praife  it  be^rs. 
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Dion.   I  fliall  report, 
For  moft  it  caught  me,  the  celeftial  habits 
(Methinks  IloSiould  term  them  ,  and  the  reverence 
Of  the  grave  wearers.   O,  the  facrifice  ! 
How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  unearthly 
It  was  i'the  offering  ! 

C/eo.  But  of  all,  the  burft 
And  the  ear  deaPning  voice  o'the  oracle, 
Kin  to  Jove's  thunder,  fo  furprisM  my  ienfc 
T'hat  I  was  nothln-g. 

Dion.  If  the  event  o'the  journey 
Prove  as  fuccesful  to  the  queen  (O  be't  (o  !) 
As  it  hath  been  to  us,  rare,  pleafant,  fpeedy, 
The  time  is  worth  the  ufe  on't- 

Cieo.   Great  Apollo 
Turn  all  to  the  beft  !     Thefe  proclamations 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermione, 
I  little  like. 

Dio?2.   The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear  or  end  the  bufmefs.  When  the  oracle 
(Thus  by  Apollo's  great  divine  feal'd  up) 
Shall  the  contents  difcover,  fomething  rare 
Even  then  will  rufh  to  knowledge.— Go — frefh  horfes  ; — 
And  gracious  be  the  iffue.  [Exeunt^ 
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Leontes,  Lords,  and  Officersy  appear  properly  feated* 

Leo.  This  feflion  (to  our  great  grief  we  pronounce). 
Even  pufhss  'gainft  our  heart.    The  party  try'd, 
The  daughter  of  a  king  ;  our  wife,  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd. — Let  us  be  clear'd 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  juftice  ;  which  fhall  have  due  courfe 
Even  to  the  guilt  or  the  purgation. — 
Produce  the  prifoner. 

Offi.  It  is  his  highnefs'  pleafure  that  the  queen 
Appear  in  perfon  here  in  court. — Silence. 

Hermione  is  brought  in  guarded y   Paulina  and  Ladies 
attending, 

Leo.,  Read  the  indi^lment. 

Offi.  "  Hermione,  qu<jen  to  the  worthy  Leontes.  kin^  of 
*'  Sicilia,  thou  art  here  accufed  and  arraigned  of  high  treafoa 
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«'  in  committing  adultery  with  Polixenes,  king  of  Bohemia^ 

*'  and  confpiring  with  Camillo  to  take  away  the  life  of  our 

"  fovereign  lord  the  king,  thy  royal  hafband  ;  the  pretence 

"  whereof  being  by  circumftances  partly  laid  open,  thou^ 
*'  Hern-iione,  contrary  to  the  faith  and  ailegiance  of  a  true 

*'  fubjed,  didft  counfel  and  aid  thcni  for  their  better  fafety 

*'  to  fly  away  by  riight.*' 

Her,  Since  what  I  am  to  fay  muft  be  but  that 
Which  contradids  my  accufation  5  and 
The  teftimony  ofi  my  part  no  other 
But  Wxiat  comes  from  myfelf ;  it  fhall  fcarce  boot  me 
To  fay^  Not  guilty :  mine  integrity 
Being  counted  falfehood,  (hall,  as  I  exprefs  it, 
Be  fo  receiv'd.  But  thus — if  pdwers  divine 
Behold  our  human  actions,,  as  they  do, 
1  doubt  not  then  but  innocence  fhali  make 
Falfe  accufation  blufh,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience. — You,  my  lorfl,  beft  knoW'^ 
\Vho  ieaft  will  feem  to  do  foj  my  paft  life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chafte,  as  true 
As  I  am  now  unhappv  ;  which  is  more  '  - 

Than  hiftory  can  pattern,  though  devis'd 
And  piay'd  to  take  fpe£lators.  For  behold  me 
A  fellow  of  the  royal  l^ed,  which  owe 
A  moiety  of  the  throne,  a  great  king's  daughter. 
The  mother  to  a  hopeful  prince  here  {landing 
To  prate  and  talk  for  life  and  honour  'fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.     For  life,  I  prize  it 
As  I  weigh  grief  which  1  would  fpare  ;  for  honour, 
*Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 
And  only  that  I  ftand  for.    I  appeal. 
To  your  own  confcience,  fir,  before  Polixenes 
Came  to  your  court  how  I  was  in  your  grace. 
How  merited  to  be  fo  ;  Since  he  came, 
With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrent  I 
Have  llrain'd  to  appear  thus  ?  if  one  jot  beyond 
The  bounds  of  honour,  or  in  a6t  or  will 
That  way  inclining,  hard'ned  be  the  hearts 
Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near'ft  of  kin 
Cryj  Fy,  upon'my  grave  ! 

Leo.  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
That  anyofthofe  bolder  vices  wanted 
Lefs  impudence  to  gainfay  what  they  did 
Than  to  perform  it  firft. 
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Her,  That's  true  enough  ; 
Though  'tis  a  hying^  Tir  not  dtie  to  me. 

£"0.  You  v/il!  not  own  it. 

I-Lr.   More  than  inlflrefs  of 
What  comes  to  me  in  name  cf  fault,  I  mufl  not 
At  all  aclcnovviecige.    For  Polixenes 
('Vith  whom  lam  accus'd),  I  do  confefs 
I  lov'd  him  as  in  honour  he  rcquir'd, 
With  fuch  a  kind  of  love  as  might  become 
A  lady  like  me  ;  with  a  love  even  (lich, 
So,  and  no  other,  as  yourfeif  commanded  ; 
Which  n.ot  to  have  done  I  think  had  bin  in  me 
Both  difobedience  and  ingratitude 
To  you,  and  toward*  your  friend,  whofc  love  had  fpoks 
Kven  fince  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  infant,  freely 
That  it  WuS  your's.  Now,  for  confpiracy 
I  know  not  how  it  taftes,  though  it  be  diili'd 
For  me  to  try  how  :  all  I  know  of  it 
Is,  that  Camillo  was  an  honeft  man  , 
And  why  he  left  your  court  the  gods  themfelves 
(Wotting  no  more  than  ijare  ignorant. 

Leo,  You  know  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
AVhat  you  have  underta'en  to  do  in  his  abfence. 

Her.   Sir, 
You  (pczk  2L  language  that  I  underftand  not : 
My  life  ftands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams, 
Which  I'll  lay  down. 

Leo.  Your  actions  are  my  dreams; 
You  had  a  baftard  by  Polixenes, 

And  I  but  dream'd. »As  you  were  paft  all  fhame 

(Thofe  of  your  faci  are  fo),  fapaft  all  truth; 
Which  to  deny  concerns  more  than  avails :  for  as 
Thy  brat  hath  been  cafl:  out,  like  to  itfelf, 
No  father  owning  it  (which  is,  indeed. 
More  criminal  in  thee  than  it),  fo  thou 
Shalt  ted  our  juftice,  in  whofe  eafieft  paiTage 
Look  for  no  lefs  than  death. 

Her,  Sir,  fpare  your  threats; 
The  bug  vv'hich  you  would  fright  me  v/itb  I  feek,- 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity  ; 
The  crown  and  comfort  my  life,  your  favour^ 
I  do  give  loft,  for  I  do  feel  it  gone, 
But  know  not  how  it  went.  My  fecond  joy. 
The  firft-fruits  of  my  body,  from  his  prefence 
I  am  barrM  like  one  infectious.  My  tnird  comfort^ 
Starred  moft  unluckily^  is  from  my  breaft 
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The  Innocent  milk  in  its  moft  iiinocent  mouth 
Hal'd  out  to  murder  ;  myfelf  on  every  poll 
Proclaim'd  a  ftrumpct ;  with  immodeft  hatred 
The  childbed  privilege  deny'd  which  'longs 
To  women  of  all  fafhion.     Laftly,  hurried 
Here  to  this  place  i'the  open  air  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  limit.  Now,  my  liege, 
Tell  me  what  blefiihgs  I  have  here  alive 
1/har  I  (hould  fear  to  die  ?    Therefore  proceed  : 

But  yet  hear  this ;  miftake  me  not ;- No  life 

I  prize  it  not  a  fi-raw  :  but  for  mine  honour 

(Which  I  would  d'te)^  if  I  {liould  be  condemnM 

Upon  furmifes  (all  proofs  keeping  elfe 

But  what  your  jealoufies  awake),  I  tell  you, 

'TIs  figour  and  not  law.   Your  honour's  all, 

1  do  refer  me  to  the  oracle  ; 

Apollo  be  my  judge* 

Enter  DiON^  ^;7^/CleomeN£S. 

Lo7'd.   This  your  requeft 
I?  altogether  juft ;  therefore  bring  forth, 
And  in  Apollo's  name,  his  oracle. 

Her.  The  errtperor  of  Ruflia  was  my  father  : 
Oh,  that  he  were  alive  and  here  beholding 
His  daughter's  trial  !  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  flatnefs  of  my  mifery  ;  yet  with  eyes 
Of  pity,  not  revenge  \ 

Offi,  You  here  Ihail  fwear  upon  the  fword  of  juflice, 
That  you  Cleomenes  and  Dion  have 
Been  both  at  Delphos,  and  from  thence  have  brought 
This  feal'd-up  oracle,  by  ths  hand  deliver'd 
Of  great  Apollo's  priefl ;  and  that  fmce  then 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  feal. 
Nor  read  the  fecrets  in't. 

Cleo.  Dion.  All  this  we  fwear. 

Leo.  Break  up  the  feals  and  read. 

Offi  ''  Hermione  is  chafte,  Polixenes  blamelefs,  Camillo 
**  a  true  fubje6t,  Leontes  a  jealous  tyrant,  his  innocent  babe 
*'  truly  begotten  ;  and  the  king  fliall  live  without  an  heir  if 
*'  that  which  is  loft  be  not  found." 

Lords.  Now  blefled  be  the  great  Apollo  1 

Her.   Praifed^ 

Leo.  Haft  thou  read  the  truth  ? 

Offj,   Ay,  my  lord,  even  fo  as  it  is  here  fet  down. 

Leo.  There  is  no  truth  at  ail  i'the  oracle  ; 
The  feflion  fl^all  proceed  1  this  is  mere  falfehood. 


THE    WINTER  S    TALli  g:^ 

Enter  Servant, 

SiT,  My  lord  the  king,  the  king  1— — 

Leo.  Wh.it  is  the  bufinefs  ? 

Ser.  O  fir,  I  ihall  be  hated  to  report  it. 
The  prince  your  {on  with  mere  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  queen's  fpeed  is  gone. 

Leo.   How  f  gone  ? 

Ser,  Is  dead* 

Leo.  Apollo's  angry  ;  and  the  heavens  themfelves 
Do  ftrike  at  my  injufiice. — ■ — How  now,  there  ? 

Hebmiou  E/ainit» 

Paul,  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  queen  :  look  down 
And  fee  what  death  is  doing. 

Leo,  Take  her  hence  ; 
Her  heart  is  but  o'ercharg'd  ;  (he  will  recover. 

[Exeunt  Paulina  and  Ladies,  with  HermionEv 
I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  fufpicion  :— 
'Befeech  you  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  remedies  for  life. — Apollo,  pardon 
My  great  prophanenefs  'gainft  thine  oracle  !■ 
I'll  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes  ; 
New  woo  my  queen  ;  recall  the  good  Gamillo, 
Whom  I  proclaim  a  man  of  truth,  of  mercy  : 
For,  being  tranfported  by  myjealoufies 
To  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  I  chofe 
Camillo  for  the  minifter  to  poifon 
My  friend  Polixenes  ;  which  had  been  done, 
But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardy 'd 
My  fwift  command  ;  tho'  I  vvith  death,  and  with 
Reward,  did  threaten  and  encourage  him, 
Not  doing  it,  and  being  dane  :  he  (moft  humane, 
And  fill'd  with  honour),  to  my  kingly  gueft 
Unclafp'd  my  pracStife  -,  quit  his  fortunes  here, 
Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard 
Of  all  incertainties  himfelf  commended^ 
No  richer  than  his  honour.    How  he  gli-flers 
Through  my  dark  ruft  !  and  how  his  piety 
Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker  ! 

Enter  PauIina. 

Paul.  Woe  the  while  ! 
O,  cut  my  lace,  left  my  heart  cracking  it 
Break  too  ! » 

L^ra\   What  fit  is  this,  good  lady  ? 
D 
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Pmd.  What  ftuclied  torments,  tyrant  baft  for  me  ? 
What  wheels  ?  racks?  dres  ?     VVhat  flaying  ?  boiling  burn- 
ing 
In  leads,  or  oils  ?  what  old  or  newer  torture 
Muft  I  receive,  whoie  every  w  rd  delerves 
To  tafte  of  thy  moft  worft  ?   Thy  tyranny 
Together  working  with  thy  jealoufics, 
Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  Idle 
For  girls  of  nine  !    O,  think  what  they  have  donCy 
And  then  run  mad  indeed,  ftark  mad  ;  for  all 
Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  fpices  of  it. 
That  thou  betray'dft  Polixenes,  'twas  nothing; 
That  did  but  fiiew  thee  of  a  fool  inconftant, 
And  damnable  ungrateful :  nor  was't  much. 
Thou  would'ft  have  poifon'dgood  Camillo's  honour> 
To  have  him  kill  a  king  :  poor  trefpafTes, 
More  monftrous  ftanding  by  :  whereof  I  reckon 
The  cr.fting  forth  to  crows  thy  baby-daughter 
To  be,  or  none,  or  little  ;  tho'  a  devil 
Would  have  ihed  water  out  of  fire  ere  don't : 
Nor  is't  direcStly  bid  to  thee,  the  death 
Of  the  young  prince  ;  whofe  honourable  thoughts 
(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender)  cleft  the  heart 
That  could  conceive  a  grofs  and  foolifli  fire 
Blemifh'd  his  gracious  dam  :  this  is  not,  no. 
Laid  to  thy  anfwer.  But  the  laft — O  lords, 
When  I  have  fln'd,  cry  woe  !  the  queen,  the  queen, 
The  fwecteft,  deareft,  creature's  dead  i  and  vengeance  for't 
Not  dropt  down  yet. 

Lord,   The  higher  powers  forbid  ! 

Paul  I  fay  fhe's  dead  ;  I'll  fwear't :  if  word  nor  oath 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee  ;  if  you  can  bring 
Tin6lure  or  luftre  in  her  lip  or  eye", 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  Til  ferve  you 
As  I  vvoak!  00  the  gods.  But,  C  thou  tyrant  ! 
Do  not  repent thele  things  ;  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  ^11  thy  woes  can  ftir  :  therefore  betake  thee 
To  nothing  but  defpair.   A  thoufand  knees 
Ten  thoufand  years  together  naked,  fafting 
Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  ftill  winter 
In  ftorm  perpetua],  could  not  move  the  gods 
1  o  looiv  that  v/ay  thou  wert. 

Leo.   Go  on,  goon  ; 
Thou  canftnot  fpeak  too  much  :  I  have  deferv^d 
All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft, 

Lorch  Say  no  more  i 
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Howe'er  thebuflnefs  goes  you  Have  iriiidc  fault 
I'the  boldnefs  of  your  fpeech; 

Paul.  I  am  forry  fof't  : 
All  faults  I  make  when  1  fhall  come  to  know  thern 
1  do  repent.   Alas  !  I  have  fliew'd  tod  much 
The  ralhner>  of  a  wonran  :  he  is  touched 
To  tae  noble  heart.— What's  gone^  and  v/hat's  paft  help^ 
Should  be  paft  grief.   Do  nut  receive  afHidtidil 
At  my  petition,  I  befeech  you  j  rather 
Let  me  be  puhifh'd  that  havti  minded  yoii 
Of  what  you  fhould  forget.  Nciw^  good  mv  Wc^ty 
Sir,  royal  fir,  forgive  a  fooliih  woman  ; 
The  love  I  bore  your  queen — lo^  fooi  again  ' 
ril  fpeak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children  5 
I'll  ndt  remember  you  of  my  owii  lord, 
Who  is  loft  too*  Take  your  patience  to  you 
And  I'll  fay  nothing. 

Leo.   Thou  didft  fpeak  biit  well 
When  moft  the  truth  ;  which  I  receive  much  better 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.    Prithee  bring  me 
To  the  dead  bcidies  of  my  queen  and  fon  ; 
One  grave  (hall  be  for  both.    Upon  them  fhall 
The  caufeS  of  their  death  appear  unto 
Our  fliame  perpetual.  Once  a  day  I'll  vifit 
The  chapel  where  they  lie,  and  tears  fhed  there 
Shall  be  my  recreation.   So  long  as  natuie 
Will  bear  up  with  this  exercife. 
So  long  I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.  Gome. 
And  lead  me  to  thefe  forrows.  '  [Mxeurd^ 


SCENE  lll.i^Bohemia,     A  defer t  Country  near  the  Seai 
£}7ter  Antigonus  with  a  Child y  and  a  Mariner, 

-^nt.  Thou  art  perfedt  then  our  fhip  hath  touch 'd  upoa 
The  deferts  of  Bohemia  ? 

Mar.   Ay,  my  lord  ;  and  fear 
We  have  landed  in  an  ill  time  ;  the  fkies  look  grimly. 
And  threaten  prefent  biufters.    In  my  confcience 
The  heavens  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry, 
And  frown  upon  us. 

Ant,  Their  facred  wills  be  done  !  Go,  get  aboard _i 
Look  to  thy  bark :  I'll  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

D  z 
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Mar,  Mi;ke  your  bef^  hafte,  and  go  not 
Too  far  i*the  land  :  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather  : 
Befidt'S,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  creatures 
Of  prey  that  keep  upon't. 

Ant.   Goihouaway; 
ril  follow  inflantly. 

/yjar\  I  am  glad  at  heart  to  be  fo  rid  o'thc  bufmefs.  lExU, 

Ant,  Come,  poor  babe,  I  have  heard 
But  not  believ'd  the  fpirits  of  the  dead 
May  v/alk  again:  If  fuch  thing  be  thy  mother 
Appear'd  to  me  laft  night;  for  ne'er  was  dream 
tio  lw:e  a  waking.  To  me  comes  a  creature. 
Sometimes  her  head  on  one  fide,  fome  another, 
I  never  faw  a  vefiel  of  I'ke  forrow 
So  fiU'dand  fo  becoming  :  in  pure  white  robes 
Like  very  fanc^ity  flie  did  approach 
My  cabin  where  I  lay  :  thrice  bow'd  before  me. 
And,  gafping  to  begin  fome  fpeech,  her  eyes 
Became  two  fpouts  :  the  fury  fpent,  anon 
D.d  this  break  from  her:  "  Good  Antigonus, 
*'   Since  fate  againil  thy  better  difpofition 
*'  Hath  m.ade  thy  perfon  for  the  thrower-out 
*'  Of  my  poor  babe  according  to  thine  oath, 
''  Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 
"  There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying ;  and,  for  tfie  babe 

Is  counted  loft  for  ever,  Perdita, 

I  prithee  call't.   For  this  ungentle  bufinefs, 

Put  on  thee  by  my  lord,  thou  ne'er  fhalt  fee 
*'  Thy  wife  Paulina  more."  And  fowith  fhrieks 
She  melted  into  air.     Affrighted  much, 
I  d'H  in  time  colle61:  myfelf,  and  thought 
This  wa.-:  fo,  and  no  flumber.     Dreams  are  toys  ^ 
\et  for  this  once,  yea,  fuperftitioufly 
I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.      I  do  believe 
Herm/ione  hath  fuffer'd  death,  and  that 
Apollo  v/ouKi,  thisbeinLr  indeed  the  ifTue 
Of  king  Polixcnes,  it  fhould  here  be  laid. 
Either  fof  life  or  death,  unon  the  earth 
Of  its  right  father.     BloiTcm,  fpeed  thee  well ! 

[Laying  doixjn  the  Child 
There  lie  ;  and  there  thy  character ;  there  thefe  ; 

[Laying  down  a  Bundle, 
"VVliich  mav,  if  fortune  pleafe,  both  breed  thee,  pretty  one. 

And  (UU  reft  thine -I'he  ftorm  begins  ; — Poor  wretch, 

That  fv;r  thy  mother's  fault  art  thus  expos'd 

To  lo(sj,and  what  may  follow  I— Weep  I  cannot. 
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But  my  heart  bleeds:  and  mod  accurs'd  am  I 

To  be  by  oath  enjoinM  to  this. — Farewell ! 

The  dav  [Vowns  more  and  more  •,  thou  art  like  to  have 

A  lullaby  too  rough  :  I  never  fav/ 

The  heavens  fodim  by  day.   A  favage  clam.our ! — 

Well  may  I  get  aboard.- This  is  the  chaiCe, 

I  am  gone  for  ever.  [Exit,  pwjued  hy  a  Bear. 

Enter  an  old  Shepherd, 

Shep.  I  vi'ould  there  were  no  age  between  ten  and  three 
and  twenty,  or  that  youth  would  deep  out  the  reft  ;  for 
there  is  nothing  in  the  between  but  getting  v/enches  with 
child,  wron2ing  the  ancientry,  ftealing,  fighting. — Hark 
you  now! — Would  any  but  thefe  boii'd  brains  of  nine-teen, 
and  two  and  twenty  hunt  this  weather?  They  have  fcar'd 
away  two  of  my  beft  fheep,  which  I  fear  the  wolf  will 
fooner  find  than  the  mafter :  if  any  where  I  have  them  'tis 
by  the  fea-fide  brouzing  of  ivv-  Good  luck,  an't  be  thy 
will ;  what  have  we  here  r  [Taking  up  the  Child.]  Adercy  on*s 
a  barne;  a  very  pretty  barne!  A  boy,  or  a  child,  I  wonder  ! 
A  pretty  one,  a  very  pretty  one.  Sure  fome  'fcape ;  tho'  I 
am  not  boo!:i(h,  yet  I  can  read  waiting-gentlewoman  in  the 
*fcape.  This  has  been  fome  ftair-wcrk,  fome  trunk- work, 
fome  behind-door  work:  they  were  warmer  that  got  this 
than  the  poor  thing  is  here.  I'll  take  it  up  for  pity :  yet  I'll 
tarry  till  my  fon  come  ;  he  hollowM  but  even  now.  Whoa, 
ho  hoa ! 

Enter     Clown^ 

Clo.  Hilloa,  loa  ! 

Shep.  What  art  fo  near?  If  thou'lt  fee  a  thing  to  talk  on 
'Vvhen  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither.  What  airft 
tliou,  man? 

Clo.  1  have  feen  two  fuch  fights  by  fea  and  by  land,  but 
I  am  not  to  fay  it  is  the  fea,  for  it  is  now  the  l]<:y;  betwixt 
the  firmament  and  it  you  cannot  thruft  a  bodkin's  point. 

Shep.   Why,  boy,  how  is  it? 

Clo.  I  would  you  d''d  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it  rages, 
bow  it  takes  up  the  fhore:  but  that's  not  the  point.  Ch, 
the  moft  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  fouls !  fon-.etimes  to  iee 
*em  and  not  to  fee  'em  ;  now  the  fiiip  boring  the  moon  with 
her  main-maft,  and  anon  fwallow'd  with  yeft  and  'roft  as 
you'd  thruft  a  cork  into  a  hogftiead.  And  then  for  the  lan4 
fervice-^To  fee  how  the  bear  tore  out  his  ftioulder-bone; 
how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help,  and  fiiid  his  name  was  Anttgo- 
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iius,  a  nobleman.  But  to  make  an  end  of  the  ftilp,  to  fee 
how  the  fea  flap-dr^gon'd  it.  But  firft  how  the  poor  fouU 
roar'd  and  the  fea  niock'd  them;  and  how  the  poor  gentle- 
pan  roar'd  and  the  bear  mock'd  him  j  both  roaring  louder 
than  the  fea  pr  weather. 

Shep.   'Name  of  mercy,  when  Vv'as  this,  boy  ? 

Ch.  Now,  now;  I  have  not  wink'd  fmce  I  faw  thefe 
fights;  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water;  nor  the 
bear  half  din'd  upon  the  gentleman  ;  he's  at  it  now. 

Shep.  Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd  the  old  man, 

Clo,  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  fhip  fide  to  have  help'd 
her  ;  there  your  charity  would  have  lack'd  footing.     \_Jjtde,^ 

Shep,  Heavy  matters!  heavy  matters  !  but  look  thee  here, 
boy.  Now  blefs  thyfelf ;  thou  nieet'ft  with  things  dying.  I 
with  things  new-born.  Here's  a  fight  for  thee,  look  thee, 
a  bearing-cloth  for  a  'fquire's  child  !  Look  thee  here,  take 
up,  take  up,  boy  ;  open't,  fo,  let's  fee  ;  it  was  told  me  I 
fhould  be  rich  by  the  fairies.  This  is  fome  changeling. — 
Ppen't ;  what's  within,  boy  ? 

Clo,  You're  a  made  old  man  ;  if  the  fins  of  your  youth  are 
forgiven  you  you're   well  to  live.     Gold  \  all  gold. 

Shep.  This  is  fairy  gold,  boy,  and  will  prove  fo.  Up 
with  it,  keep  it  clofe  ;  home,  home,  the  next  way..  We  are 
lucky,  boy;  and  to  be  fo  (lill  requires  nothing  but  fecrefy, 
Let  my  (heep  go.     Come,  good  boy,  the  next  way  home. 

Clo  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings  ;  I'll  go  fee 
if  the  bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman,  and  how  much  h^ 
cath  eaten  ;  they  are  never  curft  but  when  they  are  hungry. 
If  there  be  any  of  liim  left  I'll  bury  it. 

Shep,  That's  a  good  deed.  If  thou  may'fl:  difcern  by  that 
which  is  left  of  him  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  the  fight  of 
him 

Clo.  Marry,  will  I  ;  and  yo.u  fliall  help  to  put  him  i'the 
ground. 

'    Shep,  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy,  and  we'll  do  good  deeds  on't 

[ExeunW 

ACT      IV.  ' 

Enteric  I  ME  as  Chorus 
Time. 

I  That  pleafe  fome,  try  all,  both  joy  and  terror 
Of  good  and  bad,  that  make  and  unfold  error-<^ 
Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  nanie  of  Time 
T^  ufe  my  wings,     impute  it  not  a  crime 
Da 
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To  me,  or  my  f-virt  palTigc,  that  I  ll:  Jc 

O'er  fixicen  years  and  leave  the  growih  untry'd 

OF  that  wide  aap  ;  fiwce  it  is  in  rny  power 

To  o'trthrow  lavv,  cind  in  one  felf-bom  hour 

To  plant  and  o'er  .vhehn  curtoni.     Let  iiic  pafs 

The  fame  1  am,  er  j  ancient  order  was 

Or  whut  is  now  receiv'd.     I  witnefs  to 

The  times  that  hnra^ht  thc;n  in  ;  (o  iliail  I  do 

To  the  frefheft  tniags  now  reigning  ;  and  make  iiale 

The  gliftering  of  this  preient,  as  -ri:'  talc 

Now  feems  to  it.      Your  patience  tliis  allowino:* 

I  turn  my  glafs,  and  give  my  fcenc  inch  growing 

As  you  had  flept  bet. vcen.     Leonces  leaving 

The  eff  Cis  of  his  fond  jeaiouiies  ;  fo  grieving 

That  he  (hats  up  himfelf.      Jrnao;ine  me, 

Gentle  fpecbitors,  that  I  nov/  may  be 

In  fair  Bohemia  ;  and  remember  well, 

I  mention  here  a  fon  o'the  king's,  which  Florizcl 

I  now  name  to  you  j  and  with  fpeed  fo  pace 

To  fpeak  of  Perdita  now  grown  in  grace 

Equal  with  wond'ring.     Vv^hat  of  her  enfues 

I  lifl  not  prophecy.   But  let  7'Ime"s  news 

Be  known  when  'tis^brought  forth  : — A  ihepherd's  daughter, 

And  v/hat  to  her  adheres,  which  foUovvs  after, 

Is  the  argument  of  Time  :   Of  this  allow 

IF  ever  you  have  fp'mt  time  worfe  ere  now  : 

If  never,  yet  that:  Time  himfelf  doth  fay 

He  wiihes  earnefLly  you  never  may,  \_Exltm 


SCENE    \,—7hc  Court  of  Boh^??im. 
Enter  Po L I X  E  N  E  s  and  C  ^\  M  i  l  L  o, 

PoL  I  pray  thee,  good  Camillo,  be  no  more  Importunate; 
'tis  a  ficknefs  denying  thee  any  thing  .  a  dc-ath  to  grant  th.^. 

Cam.  It  is  fifteen  years  fince  I  faw  my  country;  thouj^K 
I  have  for  the  moll  part  been  aired  abroad,  i  deli.e  to  lay  rny 
bones  there.  Beilde-^,  the  penitent  king,  my  m. after,  hath 
fent  for  me  ;  to  whole  feelmg  forrows  I  might  be  feme 
allay,  or  I  o'erween  to  think  fo,  which  is  anodier  /pur  to 
my  departure. 

Pol.  As  thou  Jov'Tt  me.  Camillo,  wipe  not  out  the  rel  of 
thy  fervices  by  leaving  me  n  iw.     The  need  I  have  of  thee 
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thine  own  goodnefs  hath  made  :  better  not  to  have  had  thee 
than  thus  to  want  thee.  Thou  having  made  me  bufmefles 
which  none  without  thee  can  furncie.ntly  manage,  muft 
either  ftay  to  execute  them  thyfelfor  take  away  with  thee 
the  very  feryices  rhou  haft  done  ;  v/hich  if  1  have  not  enough 
confidcr'd  (as  too  much  I  cannot)  to  be  more  than  thank- 
ful to  thee  fhall  beniy  ftudy,  and  my  profit  therein  the 
heaping  friendihips=  Of  that  fatal  councry  Sicilia  pray  thee 
fpeak  no  more  ;  whofe  very  naming  punifhes  me  with  the 
remembrance  of  that  penitent,  as  thou  call'ft  him,  and  re- 
conciled king,  myi)ioiher  ;  whofe  lofs  of  his  moft  precious 
queen  and  children  are  even  now  to  be  freih  lamented. 
Say  to  me  v/hen  favv'ft  thou  the  prir?ce  Florizel  my  fon  ? 
Kings  are  no  lefs  unhappy  their  iiTue  not  being  gracious, 
than  they  are  in  lofing  them  when  they  have  approved  their 
virtues, 

Cc.7}i.  Sir,  it  is  three  days  hnce  I  (aw  the  prince  ;  What 
his  happier  affairs  may  be  are  to  me  unknown;  but  I  have 
rpiilingly  noted,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  from  court,  and  is 
lefs  frequent  to  his  princely  exerciies  than  formerly  he  hath 
appeared. 

Pol.  I  have  confider'd  fo  much,  Camillo,  and  with  fomq 
cpre,  fo  he  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  fervice  which  look 
upon  his  removcdnefs  ;  from  whom  I  have  this  intelligence, 
that  he  is  feldom  from  the  boufe  of  a  moft  homely  fhepherd; 
a  man  they  fay  that  from  very  nothing,  and  beyond  the 
imagination  of  his  neighbours,  is  grown  into  an  uiifpeakable 
eftate. 

Cam.  I  have  heard,  fir,  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath  a  daugh- 
ter of  moft  rare  note  ;  the  report  of  her  is  extended  more 
than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  a  cottage. 

Pol.  That's  likewife  a  part  of  mv  intelligence.  But  I 
fear  the  angle  that  plucks  our  fon  thither.  Thou  fhalt  ac- 
company us  to  the  place;  where  we  will,  not  appearing 
what  we  are,  have  fome  quefticn  with  the  fhepherd,  from 
whofe  fimplicity  1  think  it  not  uneafy  to  get  the  caufe  of  my 
fon's  refort  thither.  Prithee  be  my  prefent  partner  in  this 
bufinefs,  and  lay  afide  all  thoughts  of  Sicilia. 

Cam.   I  willirglv  obey  your  command. 

FgL  My  beft  Camiiio  !•; — -  We  muft  difguife  ourfelves. 

[Exeunt. 
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g  G  E  N  E    U.— Changes  to  the  Cmnt?/. 
Enter  Avtolicvs  ^Jinging. 

IVben  daffodih  begin  to  peer 

With  bey  !  the  doxy  over  the  dale,  ; 

//%  then  come:  in  thefweet  o'the  year. 

For  the  red  blood  reigns  in  the  winter  pale^ 
The  zuhitejheet  bleaching  on  the  hedge ^ 

With  he\!  thefweet  birds ^  O  how  theyfmgf 
Doth  fet  my  pugging  tooth  on  edge  :■ 

For  a  quart  of  ale  is  a  dijh  for  a  kijig. 
The  lark  that  tirra-Urra  c haunts. 

With  hey  J  with  hey  !  the  thru/})  and  the  jay  ; 
Are  fummer  fongs  for  me  and  my  aunts, 

While  we  lie  tumbling  in  the  b  ._y.  * 

I  have  ferv'd  prince  Florizel,  and  in  my  time  wore  three- 
pile  I  but  now  I  am  out  of  fervice. 

put  Jhall  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear  F 

The  pale  moon  fhines  by  night ; 
And  when  I  wander  here  and  there^ 

I  then  do  go  mo fi  right. 
If  tinkers  may  have  leave  to  livr^ 

And  bear  thejow-fkin  budget. 
Then  my  account  I  well  may  give^. 

And  in  the  flocks  avouch  it. 

My  trafHck  Is  flieets  ;  when  the  kite  builds  look  to  leller 
linen.  iVIy  father  nam'd  me  Autolicus,  who  being  as  1  am, 
litcerM  under  Mercury,  was  likewife  a  fnapper-up  of  un- 
confi  'er'd  trifles.  With  die  and  drab  I  purchas'd  this  ca- 
parifon  :  and  nay  revenue  is  the  filly  ch,eat.  Gallows  and 
knock  are  too  powerful  on  the  highway  ;  beating  and  hang.-^ 
ing  are  terrors  to  me  :  for  the  life  to  come  I  ileep  out  of  the 
thoughts  of  it. A  prize  !  a  prize  ! 

Enter  Clown, 

Clo.  Let  me  fee — Every  eleven  weather  tods  ;  every  tod 
}nelds  pound  and  odd  fhilling :  fifteen  hundred  fhorn,  v/hat 
comes  the  wool  to? 

Aut,  If  the  fpring  hold,  the  cock's  mine—  \_Afide. 

Clp,  I  cannot  do't  without  compters. — Let  me  fee,  what 
am  I  to  buy  for  our  {hvcp-ihearing  feaft  I  three  pound  of 
fugar,  five  pound  of  currants  ;  rice —what  will  this  filter  of 
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mine  c!o  v/Ith  rice  ?  but  my  father  hath  made  her  mlftrefs  of 
the  feafl:,  and  ilie  lays  it  on.  She  hath  made  riie  four  and 
twenty  nofegays  for  the  fliearers;  thrceman-fong-men  all, 
and  very  good  ones,  but  they  are  moft  of  means  and  bafes; 
but  one  puritan  amono;  them,  and  he  fings  pfalms  to  horn-» 
pipes.  I  muft  have  f.ifFron  to  colour  the  vi^arden-pies,  mace 
» — ^Jates — none,  that's  out  of  my  note;  nutmegs,  feven;  a 
race  or  two  of  ginger,  but  that  I  may  beg;  four  pound  of 
prunes,  and  as  many  raiftns  o'the  fun. 

Jut,  Oh,  that  e»^er  I  was  born  1  ^Groveling  an  the  GroimcL 

Ch.  I  'the  name  of  me — ~ 

Aut,  Oh,  help  me,  help  me  !  pluck  but  ofFthefe  rags,  and 
then,  death,  death  ? — 

Clo.  Alack,  poor  foul  \  thou  haft  need  of  more  rags  to  lay 
on  thee,  rather  than  have  thefe  off. 

Jid.  Oh,  fir  the  loathfomenefs  of  them  ofFends  me  more 
than  the  ftripes  I  have  received,  v/hich  are  mighty  ones  and- 
millions. 

Clo.  Alas,  poQr  man  \  a  million  of  beating  may  come  tQ 
a  great  matter. 

Aut.  I  am  robb.*d,  fir,  and  beaten  ;  my  money  and  apparel 
ta'en  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  things  put  upon  me. 

Ch,   What,  by  a  horfeman  or  a  footnian  ? 

Aid,   A  footman,  fweet  fir,  a  footman. 

CiQ.  Indeed  I  he  fliould  be  a  footman  by  the  garments  he 
hath  left  v/ith  thee;  if  this  be  a  horfman's  coat  it  hath  {^tw 
very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy  hand,,  I'll  help  thee.  Come, 
lend  me  thy  hand.  [Helping  hhn  up., 

Aut.  Oh  !  good  fir,  tenderly,  oh  \ 

Ch.  Alas,  poor  foul  1 

Ant.  O,  good  fir,  foftly,  good  fir :  I  fear  fir,,  my  fhoulder- 
blade  is  out. 

Clo.   How  now  ?  canft  ftand  ? 

Aut.  Softly,  dear  fir;  good  fir;,  foftly  ;  you  ha'  done  me  a, 
charitable  office. 

Ch.  Doft  lack  any  money  ?  I  have  a  little  money  for  thee. 

Aut,  No,  good  fweet  fir  ;  no,  I  befeecb  you  fir.  I  have  a 
kinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  mile  hence,  unto  whom 
[  was  going  ;  I  fhall  there  have  money  or  any  thing  I  want. 
Offer  me  no  money,  I  pray  you,  that  kills  my  heart. 

Clo*  What  manner  of  fellow  was  he  that  robb'd  you  ? 

Aut.  A  fellow,  fir,  that  I  have  known  to  go  about  with 
trol-my-dames.  I  knew  him  once  a  fervant  of  the  prince.  I 
cannot  tell,  good  fir,  for  which  of  his  virtuous  it  was,  but  he 
was  certainly  whipt  out  of  the  court. 
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€to.  His  vices,  you  would  fay  j  there's  im  virtue  whipt 
out  o'the  court;  they  cherifh  it  to  make  it  Itay  there,  and 
yet  It  will  no  more  but  abide. 

Jut,  Vices  I  would  fay,  fir.  I  know  this  man  well  :  he 
hath  been  fince  an  ape-bearer  -,  then  a  procefs-lerver,  a 
bailiff;  then  he  compaisM  a  motion  of  the  prodigal  fon,  and 
married  a  tinker's  wife  within  a  mile  where  my  land  and 
living  lies ;  and  having  flown  over  many  knavefli  profeflions, 
he  fettled  only  in  a  rogue  ;  fome  call  him  Autolicus. 

C/o»  Out  upon  him,  prig  !  for  my  life,  prig  ;  he  haunts 
wakes,  fairs,  and  bear-baitings. 

Jut.  Very  trqe,  fir  ;  he,  fir,  he;  that';i  the  rogue  that  put 
me  into  this  apparel. 

Cio.  Not  a  more  cow^ardly  rogue  in  all  Bohemia  ;  if  you 
had  but  lookM  big,  and  fpit  at  him,  he'd  have  run^ 

Jut.  I  muft  confefs  to  you,  fir,  I  am  no  fighter  ;  I  a,rn 
falfe  at  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew,  I  warrant  him. 

C/o.   How  do  you  now  ? 

Jut.  Sweet,  fir,  much  better  than  I  was  ;  I  can  ftand  and 
walk  :  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you  and  pace  foftly  tQ 
\v?.rds  my  kinfman's. 

Qo,  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Jut.  No,  good-fac'd  fir  ;  no,  fweet  fir. 

Go.  Then  farewell  ;  I  muft  go  to  buy  fplces  for  our  fheep- 
ihearing.  [Exit. 

Jut.  Profper  you,  fwcet  fir  ! — Your  purfe  is  not  hot 
enough  to  purchafe  your  fpice.  I'll  be  with  you  at  your 
fheep  {hearing  ^oo.  If  I  make  not  this  cheat  bring  out 
another  and  the  (hearers  prove  flieep,  let  me  be  unroll 'd,  ajid 
piy  name  put  into  the  book  of  virtue  ! 

jfjg  Gf7,  jog  on^  the  footpath  zvayy 

Jnd  merrily  hentthe jUle-a  : 
J  merry  heart  goei  all  the  day^ 

Tour  fad  tires  in  a  mile- a. 


SCENE  III.~y^  Shepherd's  Cot. 

Enter  Florizel  aed  Perdita. 

Flo.  Thefe  your  unufual  weeds  to  each  part  of  you 
Do  give  a  life  ;  no  fhepherdefs,  but  Flora 
Peering  in  April's  front.    This  your  fheep-fhcaring 
Is  as  the  meeting  of  the  petty  gods^ 
And  you  the  queen  on't. 


44  THE  winter's  tale. 

Per.   Sir,  my  gracious  lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extremes  it  not  becomes  me  j 
Oh  pardon  that  I  name  them  -.your  high  felf 
The  gracious  m.ark  o'the  land,  you  have  obfcurM 
With  a  fwain's  wearing  ;  and  me,  poor  lowly  maid, 
Moft  goddefs-like  prank'd  up.      But  that  our  fealU 
In  every  mefs  have  fol!y  and  the  feeders 
Digeft  it  with  a  cuftom  5  I  (hould  biufh 
To  fee  you  fo  attired  ;  (worn,  1  think, 
To  fbew  myfclF  a  glafs, 

Flo.   I  blefs  the  time 
When  my  good  falcon  made  ber  flight  acrofs 
Thy  father's  ground. 

Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  caufe  ! 
7'o  me  the  difference  forges  dread  ;  your  greatnefs 
Hath  ndt  been  us'd  to  fear.  Even  now  1  tremble 
To  think  your  father  by  fome  acci.'cnt 
Should  pafs  this  way  as  you  did  :   Oh  the  fates  [ 
How  would  he  look  to  fee  his  work  fo  nobie 
Vilely  bound  up  1     What  would  h.e  lay  ?     Or  how 
Should  1  in  thele  my  borrow 'd  flaunts  behold 
The  fternnefs  of  his  prefence  \ 

Fio,  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  jollity.     The  gods  themfelves, 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  fliapes  of  beafts  upon  them.     Jupiter 
Became  a  btdl,  and  bellowed  ;  the  green  Neptune 
A  ram,  and  bleated  ;  and  the  fire-fob'd  god, 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  humble  fwain. 
As  I  feem  now.     Their  transformations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer. 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chaile;  fmce  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  honour  j  nor  my  luft^ 
Burn  hotter  than  my  faith. 

Per.  O  but,  dear  fir. 
Your  rcfolution  cannot  hold  when  'tis 
Oppos'd,  as  it  muft  be,  by  the  power  o'the  king. 
One  of  thefe  two  muft  be  neceffities 

Which  then  Vv^ill  fpeak,  that  you  muft  change  this  purpofcj 
Or  I  my  life. 

Flo.   Thou  deareft  Perdita, 
With  thefe  forc'd  thoughts,  I  prithee,  darken  not 
The  mirth  o'the  feaft  ;  or  I'll  be  thine,  my  fair, 
Or  not  niy  father's.     For  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
1  be  not  thine.     1  0  this  i  am  moft  conftant. 


rnt  winter's  tale;  45 

Tho'  deftiny  fay  A^^.— Be  merry,  gentle  ; 

Strangle  fach  thoughts  as  thefe  with  any  thing 

That  you  behold  the  while.     Your  guefts  are  coming  ; 

Lift  up  your  countenance,  as  it  were  the  day 

Of  celebration  of  that  nuptial  which 

We  two  have  fworn  fliall  come. 

Per*  O  lady  fortune, 
Stand  you  aufpicious ! 

Enter  Shepherd^  Clown^  MoPSA,  DoRcAS,    Serva?its  i 
with  PoLixENES  and Camillo  difguifsd» 

Flo,  See,  your  guefts  approach  : 
Addrefs  yourfelf  to  entertain  them  fprightly, 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep.  Fv,  daughter  !  when  my  old  wife  liv'd,  upon 
This  day  flie  was  both  pantler,  butler,  cook  ; 
Both  dame  and  fervant ;  welcom'd  all,  ferv'd  all ; 
Would  fmg  her  fong,  and  dance  her  turn  :  now  here 
At  upper  end  o'the  table,  now  i'the  middle ; 
On  his  fhoulder  and  his  ;  her  face  o'hre 
With  labour  ;  and  the  thing  fhe  took  to  quench  it 
She  would  to  each  one  fip.     You  are  retir'd 
As  if  you  were  a  feafled  one,  and  not 
The  hoflefs  of  the  meeting.     Pray  you  bid 
Thefe  unknown  friends  to  us  welcome ;  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  friends  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  bluflies  ;  and  prefent  yourfelf 
That  which  you  are,  miftrefs  o'the  feaft.     Come  on, 
Arid  bid  us  welcome  to  your  fheep-fliearing. 
As  your  good  flock  fhall  profper. 

Per,  Sir,  welcome  ;  [To  Pol,  and  Cam. 

It  is  my  father's  will  I  fhould  take  on  me 
The  hoftefsftiip  o'the  day.     You're  welcome,  fir  ! 
Gime  me  thofe  flowers  there,  Dorcas. — Reverend  firs. 
For  you  there's  rofemary  and  rue,  thefe  keep 
Seeming  and  favour  all  the  winter  long. 
Grace  and  remembrance  be  unto  you  both. 
And  welcome  to  our  fhearingr 

PoL  Shepherdefs 
(A  fair  one  are  you),  well  you  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient. 
Not  yet  on  fummer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
Of  trembling  winter,  the  faireft  flowers  o'the  feafon 
Are  our  carnations  and  ftreak'd  o;illiflowers, 
W^hich  fome  call  nature's  baftards  >  of  that  kind 
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Our  ruftic  garden's  barren  ;  and  I  care  not 
To  get  flips  of  ihcm. 

PoL  Wherefore,  gentle  maiden, 
Do  you  negle6t  them  ?  S) 

Per,  For  1  have  heard  it  faid 
There  is  an  art  which  in  their  piednefs  fhare^ 
With  great  creating  nature-. 

PoL   Say  there  be  : 
Yet  nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean. 
But  nature  makes  that  mean  ;  fo  over  that  art 
Which  you  fay  adds  to  nature,  is  an  art 
That  nature  makes.     You  fee,  fweet  maid,  we  marry 
A  gentler  fycon  to  the  wildefl  ftock  ; 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  ofbafer  kind 
By  bud  of  nobler  race.     This  is  an  art 
Which  does  mend  nature,  change  it  rather  ;  but 
The  art  itfelf  is  nature, 

Per.   So  it  is. 

PoL  Then  make  your  garden  i-lch  in  gillyflowers^ 
And  do  not  call  them  baftardsk 

Per,  ril  not  put 
The  dibble  in  the  earth  to  fet  one  f?ip  Of  them  ; 
No  more  than,  were  I  painted,  i  would  wifh 
This  youth  fhould  fay  'twere  well,  and  only  therefore 
Defire  to  breed  by  me.-— Here's  flowers  for  you  s 
Hot  lavender,  mints,  favoury,  marjorum»> 
The  marigold  that  goes  to  bed  with  the  fun, 
And  with  him  rifes,  weepings     Thefe  are  flowers 
Of  middle  fummer,  and  I  think  they  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age^     You  are  very  welcome. 

Cam,  I  (hould  leave  grazing  were  I  of  your  flock 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

p£r.  Out,  alas  1 
You'd  be  fo  lean  that  blafts  of  January 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.     Now,  my  fairtlt 

friend, 
I  would  I  had  fome  flowers  o*the  fpring  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day  ;  and  your's  and  your'sj 
That  wear  upon  your  virgin-branches  yet 
Your  maidenheads  growing.     O  Proferpinaj 
For  the  flowers  now  that  frighted  thoulet'ft  fall 
From  Dis's  waggon  !  daffodils 
That  come  before  the  fwallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  march  with  beauty  :  violets  dim^ 
But  fleeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes, 
Or  Cytheria's  breath  j  pale  primrofes 
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That  die  unmarried  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  his  ftrength  (a  malady  t 

Moit  lacident  to  maids),  gold  oxlips,  and 
The  crown  imperial,  lilies  of  all  kinds, 
The  fleur-de-lis  being  one.     O,  thefe  I  lack 
To  make  you  garlands  of;  and,  my  fweet  friend. 
To  ftrow  him  o'er  and  o*er. 
Flo,   What  ?  like  a  corfe  ? 

Per,  No,  like  a  bank  for  love  to  lie  and  play  on  ; 
Not  like  a  corfe  :  or  if — not  to  be  buried 
But  quick,  and  in  mine  arms.     Come,  take  your  flowers  | 
Methinks  I  play  as  I  have  fcen  them  do 
In  Whitfun  paftorals  :  fure  this  robe  of  mine 
Does  change  my  difpofition. 

Flo.  What  you  do 
Still  betters  what  is  done.     When  you  fpeak^fwcet 
I'd  have  you  do  it  ever  ;  when  you  fing 
I'd  have  you  buy  and  fell  {o  ;  fo  give  alms  ; 
Pray  fo  j  and,  for  the  ordering  of  your  aiFairs, 
To  fmg  them  too.     When  you  do  dance,  I  wifh  you, 
A  wave  o'the  fea,  that  you  might  ever  do 
Nothing  but  that  :  move  ftill,  ftill  fo. 
And  own  no  other  function.     Each  your  doing, 

So  fingular  in  each  particular 
Crowns  what  you're  doing  in  the  prefent  deeds. 
That  all  your  a6ls  are  queens. 
Per,  O  Doricles, 

Your  praifes  are  too  large  :  but  that  your  youth 

And  the  true  blood,  which  peeps  forth  fairly  through  it.> 

Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  fhepherd  i 

With  wifdom  I  might  fear,  my  Doricles 

You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way. 
Flo,  I  think  you  have 

As  little  (kill  to  fear  as  I  have  purpofe 

To  put  you  to't.     But,  come  ;  our  dance,  I  pray: 

Your  hand,  my  Perdita :  fo  turtles  pair 

That  never  meant  to  part. 
Per,  I'll  fwear  for  *em. 
PoL  This  is  the  prettieft  low-born  lafs  that  ever 

Ran  on  the  greenfward ;  nothing  fhe  does  or  feems 

But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  herfelf, 

Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Cam,  He  tells  her  fomething 

That  makes  her  blood  look  out.     Good  footh,  Ihe  is 

The  queen  of  curds  and  cream, 
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Ch.  Come  on,  ftrike  up. 

Z)<?r.  Mopfa  muftbe  your  miflrefs  :  marry  5  garlic 
To  mend  her  kiffing  with. 

Aiop.  Now  in  good  time  ! 

6/;.  Not  a  word,  a  word  j  we  ftand  upon  our  manners^ 
Come,  flrike  up. 

Here  a  dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdejfes. 

Pol.  Pray,  good  fliepherd,  what  fair  fwain  is  this 
Who  dances  with  your  daughter  ? 

Shep.  They  call  him  Doricles  ;  and  he  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  feeding  :  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it. 
He  looks  like  footh  ;  he  fays  he  loves  my  daughter  : 
I  think  fo  too ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water  as  he'll  ftanxl  and  read, 
As  'twere  my  daughter's  eyes  :  and,  to  be  plain, 
J  think  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  choofe 
Who  loves  another  bert. 

Pel,  She  dances  featly. 

Shcp.  So  {he  does  any  thing  :  though  I  report  itj 
That  ftiould  be  filent.     If  young  Doricles 
Do  light  upon  her  Vat.  fhali  bfing  him  that 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

M^iier  a  Servant 

Sa\  O,  mafter  ^  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedlar  at  the  door 
you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  tabor  and  pipe  :  no,  the 
bagpipe  could  not  move  you  ;  he  fings  feveral  tunes  fafter  than 
you'll  tell  money  ;  he  utters  them  as  if  he  had  eaten  ballads, 
and  all  men's  ears  grew  to  his  tunes. 

Cio.  He  could  never  come  better  ;  he  fhall  come  in  :  I  love 
a  ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  be  a  doleful  matter  merrily 
iet  down,  or  a  very  peafant  thing  indeed,  and  fung  la- 
mentably 

Ser,  He  hath  fongs  for  men  or  Women  of  all  fizes ;  no 
milliner  can  fo  fit  his  cuftomers  with  gloves  *,  he  has  the 
pr.ettieit  love-fongs  for  maids  :  fc,  without  bawdry  (whiehis 
flrange),  with  fuch  delicate  burdens  oi  dil-do*s  znA  fadings  : 
iiimp  her  and  thunp  her  :  and  where  fome  ftretch-mouth'd 
rafcal  would,  as  it  were,  rhean  mifchief,  and  break  a  foul  gap 
into  the  matter,  he  makes  the  maid  to  anfwer,  TVhoop^  do  im 
720  h a -m^  good  man  ;  puts  him  off,  flights  him  with  Whoops  da 
mr  no  harm^  good  man, 

Pol,  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 
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CI9,  Believe  me  thou  talkeft  of  an  admirable  conceited 
fellow.     Has  he  any  unbraided  wares  ? 

Ser,  He  hath  ribbons  of  all  the  colours  i'the  rainbow ; 
points  more  than  all  the  lawyers  in  Bohemia  can  learnedly 
handle,  though  they  come  to  him  by  the  grofs  ;  inkles,  cad- 
difles,  cambrics,  lawns  :  why,  he  fmgs  them  over  as  they 
were  gods  and  goddefles  :  you  would  think  a  fmock  were  a 
fhe-angel,  he  fo  chaunts  to  the  fleeve-band  and  the  work 
ebout  the  fquare  on't, 

Clo,    Prithee  bring  him  In,  and  let  him  approach  finging. 

Per.  Forewarn  him  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrilous  words  in 
his  tunes. 

Clo,  You  have  of  the  pedlars  that  have  more  m  'em  than 
you'd  think,  fifter. 

Per,  Ay,  good  brother  ;  or  go  about  to  think, 

Mnter  AvTOLicusJtngin^,- 

Lawn  as  white  as  driven/now, 
Cyprus  black  as  e'er  was  crow  ; 
Glo-ves  asfwcet  as  damajk  rofes^ 
Majks  for  faces  and  for  nofes\ 
Bugle  bracelets^  necklace  aniber^ 
Perfume  for  a  ladfs  ch  amber  \ 
Golden  qimfs  andflomachers 
For  my  lads  to  give  their  dears  ; 
Pins  and poking-fiicks  ofjlcel^ 
What  maids  lack  from  head  to  heel'. 
Come  buy  of  ine^  come  \  come  buy^  come  htiy^ 
Buy  lads^  or  efe your lajfes  cry: 
Come  buy^  Sec, 

Clo,  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfa  thou  fhould'fl  take 
no  money  of  me  ;  but  being  enthralled  as  I  am,  it  will  alfo 
be  the  bondage  of  certain  ribbons  and  gloves. 

Mop.  I  was  promiPd  them  againft  the  feaft,  but  they 
come  not  too  late  now. 

Dor,  He  hath  promised  you  more  than  that,  or  there  be 
liars. 

Map,  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promised  you  ;  'may  be  he 
has  paid  you  more,  which  will  ftiame  you  to  give  him  again ^ 

Clo,  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids  ?  will   they 

wear  their  plackets  where  they  fhould  wear  their   faces  ?   Is 

there  not  milking-time,  when  you  are  going  to  bed,  or  klll- 

holCj  to  whiftle  off  thefe  fecrets  j,  but  you  muft  be  tittle - 

E 
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tattling  before  all  our  guefts  ?    'Tis  well  they  are  whlfper^l 
ing.     Clamour  your  tongues,  and  not  a  word  more. 

Mop»  I  have  done.  Come,  you  promised  me  a  tawdry 
lace  and  a  pair  of  fweet  gloves, 

Clo,  Have  I  not  told  thee  ho\y  I  was  cozen'd  by  the  way, 
and  loft  all  my  money  ? 

Aut,  And  indeed,  fir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad  ;  therefore 
it  behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clo.  Fear  not  thou,  man  ;  thou  fhalt  lofe  nothing  here. 

Aut,  I  hope  fo  fir  \  for  I  have  about  me  many  parcels  of 
charge. 

Clo,  What  haft  here,  ballads  ? 

Mtp*  Pray  novr  buy  fome  ;  I  love  a  ballad  in  print,  or  a 
life  ;  for  then  we  are  fure  they  are  true. 

Aut,  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  how  an  ufurer's 
^ife  was  brought  to-bed  with  twenty  moneyrbags  at  a 
burden,  and  how  ftie  long'd  to  eat  adders'  heads  and  toad^ 
carbonadoed. 

Mop,  Is  it  true,  think  you  ? 

Aut.  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor,  Blefs  me  from  marrying  an  ufurer. 

Aut,  Here  the  midwife's  name  to  it,  one  miftrefs  Talc- 
porter,  and  five  or  fix  honeft  wives  that  were  prefent.  Why 
ihould  I  carry  lies  abroad  ? 

Mop.  Pray  you  now,  buy  it, 

Clo.  Come  on,  lay  it  by  ;  and  let's  firft  fee  more  ballads  j 
we'll  buy  the  other  thin  j:s  anon. 

Aut,  Here's  another  ballad  of  a  fifh  that  appeared  upon 
the  coaft  on  Wednefday  the  fourfcore  of  April,  forty  thou- 
fand  fathoms  above  water,  and  fung  this  ballad  againft  the  hard 
hearts  of  maids  :  it  was  thought  fhe  was  a  woman,  and  was 
turn'd  into  a  cold  fifh,  for  (he  would  not  exchange  flefh  with 
one  that  lov'd  her.     The  ballad  is  very  pitiful,  and  a«  true, 

Dor,  Is  it  too  true,  think  you  t 

Aut,  Five  juftices' hands  at  it,  and  witnefles  more  than 
my  pack  will  hold. 

Clo.  Lay  it  by  too  :    Another. 

Aut,  This  is  a  merry  ballad,  but  a  very  pretty  one. 

Mopy  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones, 

Aut,  Why,  this  is  a  pafiing  merry  one,  and  goes  to  the 
tune  of  ^tvjo  maids  wooing  a  man  :  there's  fcarce  a  maid 
weftward  but  ftie  fings  it ;  'tis  in  requeft,  I  can  tell  you. 

Mop,  We  can  both  fing  it ;  if  thou  wilt  bear  a  part  thou 
fhalt  hear  ;  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor,  We  had  the  tune  on*t  a  month  ago. 
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Aut,  I  can  bear  my  part ;  you  muft  know  *tis  my  occu« 
pation :  have  at  it  with  you. 

SONG. 

A.  Get  you  hence ^  for  I  mujl  ga 
Jf^er£  it  Jits  not  you  to  know, 

D.  mither  f  M.  O  whither  ?  D.  mither  ?         ^ 
M.  //  becomes  toy  oath  full  welly 
Thou  to  me  thyfecrets  telL 

D.  Ms  too^  let  me  go  thither, 

M.  Or  thou  goji  to  the  grange  or  mill ; 
D.   If  to  either  thou  do* (I  ill. 

A.  Neither.     D.  What  neither  P     A,  Neither^ 
p.  Thou  haji  fworn  my  love  to  be, 
M.  Thou  haft  fworn  it  more  to  me  ; 

Then^  whither  go'fi  ?  fay^  whither? 

Qo.  We'll  have  this  fong  out  anon  by  ourfelves  my 
father  and  the  gentleman  are  in  fad  talk,  and  we'll  not 
trouble  them :  come,  bring  away  the  pack  after  me. 
Wenches,  I'll  buy  for  you  both.  Pedlar,  let's  have  the 
firft  choice.     Follow  me  girls. 

Jut,  And  you  ithall  pay  well  for  'enx.  [y^ftde* 

Wl/l  ycu  buy  any  tapey 

Or  lace  for  your  capey 
My  dainty  ducky  my  dear -a  ? 

And  f  Ik  and  thready 

And  toys  for  your  head 
Of  the  new* ft  and  fin^Jly  fin'Jl  wear-af 

Come  to  the  pedlar y 

Money'* s  a  medlar^ 
That  doth  utter  all  men's  wear-a, 

[Exit  Clown^  AuTOLicus,  DoRCAS  andMoTSAj 

Enter  a  Servant; 

Ser.  Mafter,  there  are  three  carters,  the  fhepherds,  three 
neat-herds,  and  three  fwine-herds,  that  have  made  them- 
felves  all,  men  of  hair;  they  call  themfelves  faltiers  5  and 
they  have  a  dance,  which  the  wenches  fay  is  a  gallimaufry 
ofgambos,  becaufe  hey  are  not  in't ;  but  they  themfelves 
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are  o'the  mind,  if  it  be  not  too  rouzh  for  fpme  that  know 
little  but  bowling,  it  will  pleafe  plemifully. 

Shep.  Av/ay  I  we'll  have  none  on't ;  here  has  been  too 
much  homely  foolery  already.     I  know,  fir,  we  weary  you. 

FoL  You  weary  thofe  that  refrefh  us.  Pray  let's  fee  thefe 
four-threes  of  herdfmen. 

Ser,  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report,  fir ;  hath 
dancM  before  the  kino;  -,  an  J  not  the  worft  of  the  three  but 
jumps  twelve  foot  and  a  half  by  the  fquare. 

Shep.  Leave  your  prating  j  fmce  thefe  good  men  arc 
pleasM  let  them  come  in  ;  but  quickly  now. 

Ser,  Why  they  llay  at  door,  fir. 

flere  a  dance  of  Twelve  Satyrs, 

ToL  [Jfule.]  O,  father  !  you'll  know  more  of  that  here* 
after. 
Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ? — -'Tis  time  to  part  them. — 
He's  fimple  and  tells  much, — Hov/  now?  fair  (hepherd  ? 
Your  heart  is  full  of  fomething  that  doth  take 
Your  mind  from  feaftlng.     Sooth,  when  I  was  youngs 
And  handed  love  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 
To  load  my  fbe  with  knacks ;  I  would  have  ranfack'4 
The  pedlar's  filken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  hei:  acceptance  ;  you  have  let  him  go, 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.     If  your  lafs 
Interpretation  (hould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  love  or  bounty,  you  were  ftraite^ 
For  a  reply,  at  leaft,  if  you  make  a  carp 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Flo.  Old  fir,  I  know 
She  prizes  not  fuch  trifles  as  thefe  are  ; 
The  gifts  file  looks  from  me  are  pack'd  and  lock'd 
Up  in  my  heart ;  which  I  have  given  already, 
9ut  not  deliver'd,     O,  hear  me  breathe  my  life 
Before  this  ancient  fir,  who  it  ftiould  feem 
Hath  fometime  lov'd  !'    1  take  thy  hand  ;  this  hand 
As  foft  as  dove's  down^  and  as  white  as  it 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  fiiow 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blaft  twice  o'er. 

Pol,   What  follows  this  ? 
How  prettily  the  young  fwain  feems  to  wafli 
The  hand  was  fair  before  !, — I  have  put  you  oul^' 
But  to  your  protefi:ation ;  let  me  hear  '  r 

What  you  profefs. 
'  Fls,  D05  and  be  witnefs  to't, 
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Pol,  And  this  my  neighborour  too  ? 
F/o.  And  he  and  more 
Than  he,  and  men  ;  the  earth  and  heavens,  and  all : 
That  wore  1  crown'd  the  mod  imperial  monarch 
Thereof  moft  worthy  ;  were  I  the  faireft  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  fwerve  ;  had  force  and  knowledge 
More  than  was  ever  man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  love  :  for  her  employ  them  all ; 
Commend  them  and  condemn  them  to  her  ferviCCi 
Or  to  their  own  perdition, 

Poi,  Fairly  ofFer'd. 

Cam,  This  fhews  a  found  afFe^liont 

Shep.  But,  my  daughter. 
Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

PcT.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  fo  well ;  noj  n<5r  mean  better. 
By  the  pattern  of  my  oWn  thoughts  I  cut  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

Sbep.  Take  hands,  a  bargain  ; 
And,  friends  unknown,  you  fhall  bear  witnefs  to*t ; 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his. 

F/o.  O,  that  muft  be 
I'the  virtue  of  your  daughter  :  one  dead 
I  ihall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet ; 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder.  But  come  on^ 
Contrail:  Us  'fore  thefe  witnefles. 

Shep,  Come,  your  hand  j 
And  daughter,  your's. 

Pol,  Soft,  fwain,  awhile  ;  'befeech  youj 
Have  you  a  father  ? 

Fh,  I  have  ;  but  what  of  him  ? 

Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo.  He  neither  does  nor  fhall. 

Fol,  Methinks  a  father 
Is  at  the  nuptial  of  his  fon  a  gueft 
That  beft  becomes  the  table  :  pray  you,  onct  more> 
Is  not  your  father  grov/n  incapable 
Of  reafonable  affairs  ?  is  he  not  ftupid 
With  age  and  altering  rheu.ns  ?  Can  he  fpeak  ?  hear  ? 
Know  man  from  man  ?  difpute  his  own  eftate  ? 
Lies  he  not  bed-rid  ?  and^  again,  does  nothing 
But  what  he  did  being  childUh  ? 

F/o,  No,  good  fir  ; 
He  has  his  health  and  ampler  ftrength,  indeed, 
Than  muft  have  of  his  age. 
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Pol,  By  my  white  beard 
You  offer  him,  if  be  fo,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial :  Reafon,  my  fon, 
Should  choofe  himfelf  a  wife  ;  but  as  good  TC2i{on^ 
The  father  (all  whofe  joy  is  nothing  elfe 
But  fair  pofterity)  fhould  hold  fome  counfel 
In  fuch  a  bufmefs. 

F/o,  I  yield  all  this  ; 
But,  for  fome  other  reafons,  my  grave  fir, 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  knowy  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bufinefs. 

Pol,  Let  him  know't, 

F/o.  He  fhall  not. 

Pel,  Prithee  let  him. 

Fh,  No ;  he  muft  riof. 

S'hep,  Let  him,  my  fon ;  he  fhall  no^  need  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

F/o„  Comcj  come,  he  muft  not ; 
Mark  our  contrad^. 

Pol,  Mark  your  divorce,  young  fir,  [Difcovering^  himfelf', 
Whom  fon  I  dare  not  call ;  thou  art  too  bafe 
To  be  acknowledged.    Thou  a  fceptre's  heir 
That  thus  affed'ft  a  (heephock  I  Thou  old  traitor  ! 
I  am  forry  that  by  hanging  thee  I  can  but 
Shortten  thy  life  one  week.     And  thou,  frefh  piece 
Of  excellent  witchcraft,  who  of  force  muft  know 
The  royal  fool  thou  cop'ft  with 

Shep.  O,  my  heart  ^ 

PoL  ril  have  thy  beauty  fcratch'd  with  briars  and  made 
More  homely  than  thy  ftate.  For  thee,  fond  boy, 
If  I  may  ever  knew  thou  doft  but  figh, 
That  thou  no  more  (halt  never  fee  this  knack  (as  never 
I  mean  thou  (halt),  we'll  bar  thee  from  fuccelHon ; 
Not  hold  thee  our  blood,  no,  not  our  kin 
Far  than  Deucalian  oft    iVIark  thou  my  words. 
Follow  us  to  the  court.  Thou  churl,  for  this  time, 
Tho'  full  of  our  difpleafure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it.  And  you,  enchantment. 
Worthy  enough  a  herdfman  ;  yea  him  too 
That  makes  himfelf,  but  for  our  honour  therein^ 
Unworthy  thee  ;  if  ever  henceforth  thou 
Thefe  rural  latches  to  his  entrance  open. 
Or  hoop  his  body  more  with  thy  embraces> 
I  v'V\  dfvife  a  death  as  cruel  for  thee 
As  thou  art  tender  to  it.  lExtt^ 

Per,  Ly^ix  here  undone 
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I  was  net  milch  affearM ;  for  once  or  twice 
I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly 
The  felf-fame  fun  that  fhines  upon  his  court 
Hides  not  his  vifage  from  our  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.  Wilt  pleafe  you,  fir,  be  gone  ? 

[To  FlORlZELil 
1  told  you  what  would  come  of  this.   'Befeech  you 
Of  your  own  ftate  take  care — this  dream  of  mine—* 
Being  now  awake  1*11  queen  it  no  inch  farthef. 
But  milk  my  ewes  and  weep. 

Cam,   Why,  how  now,  father? 
Speak,  ere  thou  dieft. 

Shep,  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 
Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  know.    O,  /ir, 

[To  FLORlZJti 

You  have  undone  atnan  of  fourfcore  three 

That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet ,  yea, 

To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  dy*dj 

To  lie  ciofe  by  his  honeft  bones  ;  but  now 

Some  hangman  muft  put  on  my  fhroud,  and  lay  me 

Where  no  prieft  (hovels  in  duft, — O  curfed  wretch  1 

[r^PERDlTA^ 

That  knew'ft  this  was  the  prince,  and  would*it  adventure 

To  mingle  faith  with  him.     Undone  1  undone  I 

If  I  might  die  within  this  hour  I  have  liv'd 

To  die  when  1  defire.  l^ExiU 

Flo,  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 
I  am  but  forry,  not  affear'd  ;  deby'd. 
But  nothing  alterM  ;  what  I  was  I  am  5 
More  {training  on  for  Packing  back,  not  following 
My  leafh  unwillingly. 

Cam,  Gracious  my  lord. 
You  know  your  father's  temper ;  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  fpeech  (which  I  do  guefs 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him),  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight  as  yet  I  fear  ; 
Then,  till  the  fury  of  his  highnefs  fettle, 
Come  not  before  him. 

Flo,  I  not  purpofe  it. 
I  think,  Camillo 

Cam,  Even  he,  my  lord. 

Per,  How  often  have  I  toM  you  'twould  be  thus  f 
How  often  faid  my  dignity  would  laft 
But  till  'twere  known  I 

Flo.  It  cannot  fad  but  by 
The  violation  of  my  faith,  aud  then 

E4 
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Let  Nature  crufli  the  fides  o'the  earth  together, 
And  mar  the  feeds  within  ! — Lift  up  thy  looks— 
From  my  fuccellion  wipe  me,  father  !  I 
Am  heir  to  my  affection. 

Cam.  Be  advis'd. 

Flo,  I  am,  and  by  my  fancy ;   if  my  reafoa 
Will  thereto  be  obedient  I  have  reafon ; 
If  not,  my  fenfes  better  pleas'd  with  madnefs. 
Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam.  This  is  defperate,  Sir, 

Flo,  So  call  it ;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  vow  ; 
I  needs  mull  think  it  honefty.  Camillo, 
Not  for  Bohemia  nor  the  pomp  that  may 
Be  thereat  glean'd  ;  for  all  the  fun  fees,  or 
The  clofe  earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  feas  hide 
In  unknown  fathoms,  will  I  break  my  oath 
To  this  my  fair  belov'd  ;  therefore,  I  pray  yoU| 
As  you  have  ever  been  my  father's  friend. 
When  he  fhall  mifs  me  (as  in  faith  I  mean  not 
To  fee  him  any  more),  caft  your  good  counfels 
Upon  his  pallioa  ;  let  myfelf  and  fortune 
Tug  for  time  to  come.  This  you  may  know. 
And  fo  dehver,  I  am  put  to  fea 
With  her  whom  her  I  cannot  hold  on  fhore  i 
And,  moft  bpportune  to  our  need,  I  have 
A  vejQTel  rides  faft  by,  but  not  prepar'd 
For  this  defign.  What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 
Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 
Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam,  O,  my  lord  ! 
1  would  your  fpirit  were  eafier  for  advice, 
Or  ftronger  for  your  need. 

Flo,  Hark,  Perditar— 
I'll  hear  you  by  and  by.  [To  CamiLLO* 

Cam,  [Afide.']  He's  irremoveable, 
RefolvM  for  flight :  Nov/  v/ere  I  happy  if 
His  going  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn  ; 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour  5 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilia 
A.nd  that  unhappy  king,  my  mailer,  whom 
I  fo  much  thirtt  to  fee, 

Flo.  Now,,  good  Camillo - 

I  am  fraught  with  curious  bufmefs,  that 
I  leave  out  ceremony. 

Cam  Sir,  I  think  , 
You  have  hea:-'  c:-'my  poor  fervlces,  IMe  love 
Tiut  1  hiive  bvirn  your  father  i 
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Flo.  Very  noble 
Have  you  deferv'd  ;  it  is  my  father's  mufic 
To  fpeak  your  deeds  ;  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompensed  as  thought  on. 

CaB.  Well,  my  lord, 
If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  I  love  the  king  ; 
And,  through  him,  what  is  neareft  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  felf,  embrace  but  my  direftion: 
(If  your  more  panderous  and  fettled  project 
May  fulFer  alteration)  on  mine  honour, 
I'll  point  you  where  you  (hall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  (hall  become  your  highnefs  :  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  miftrefs  ;  from  the  whom  1  fee 
There's  no  disjunction  to  be  made,  but  by 
(As  heavens  forefend  !)  your  ruin.     Marry  her; 
And  with  my  beft  endeavours  in  your  abfence. 
Your  difcontentlng  father  I  will  ftrive 
To  qualify,  and  bring  him  up  to  liking, 

Flo,   How,  Cam  ill o. 
May  this,  almoft  a  miracle  be  dofie  ? 

That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  man, 
And  after  that  truft  to  thee. 

Cam>  Have  you  thought  on 
A  place  whereto  you'll  go  ? 

Flo,  Not  any  yet  : 
But  as  the  unthought  accident  is  guHty 

To  what  we  wildly  do,  fo  we  profefs 

Ourfelves  the  flaves  of  chance,  and  flies 

Of  every  wind  that  blows. 
Cam.  Then  lift  to  me. 

This  follows.     If  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe 

But  undergo  this  flight  !  make  for  Sicilia  ; 

And  there  prefent  yourfelf,  and  your  fair  princefs 

(For  fo  I  fee  (he  muft  be),  'fore  Leontes. 

She  {hall  be  habited  as  it  becomes 

The  partner  of  your  bed.     Methinks  I  fee 

Leontes  opening  his  free  arms  and  weeping 

His  welcome  forth  :  afks  thee,  the  fon,  forgivenefs^ 

As  'twere  i'the  father's  perfon  :  kiflfes  the  hands 

Of  your  frefh  princefs  :  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him, 

'Twixt  his  unkindnefs,  and  his  kindnefs  ;  the  one 

He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grgw 

Fafter  than  thought  or  time. 
Flo,  Werthy  Camillo, 

What  colour  for  rny  vifttation  ihall  I 

Hold  up  before  him  I 
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Qnn.  Sentt)y  the  king  your  father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  hini  cbmforts*     Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him^  with 
What  you,  as  from  vour  father,  (hall  deliver, 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three^  I'll  write  yoa  down  % 
The  which  (hall  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting 
What  you  mufl:  fay  ;  that  he  (hail  not  perceive 
But  that  yon  have  ydiir  father's  bofom  there. 
And  fpeak  his  very  heart; 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  yoii  1 
There  is  fdme  fap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  courfe  more  promifing 
Than  a  wild  dedication  ofyourfclvcs 
To  unpath'd  waters,  undream'd  (bores  ;  mollcertaui 
To  miferies  enough  :  no  hope  to  help  you  ; 
But,  as  you  fhake  off  one,  to. take  another; 
Nothing  To  certain  as  your  anchors  ;  who 
Do  their  beft  office,  if  they  can  but  {lay  you 
Where  you'll  be  loth  to  be*     Befides,  you  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  of  love  ; 
Whofe  frefh  complexion  and  whofe  heart  together 
Affliction  alters. 

Per  One  of  thefe  is  true  : 
I  think  afflidion  may  fubdue  the  cheek, 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo  ? 
There  (hall  not,' at  your  father's  houfe,  thefe  kvtti  y^J?3 
Be  born  another  fuch. 

Flo,  My  good  Camillo, 
She  is  as  forward  of  her  breeding  as 
She  is  i*the  rear  of  birth. 

Ca?n,  I  cannot  hy  *tis  pity 
She  lack*  inftru6tions  ;  for  (he  feems  a  miftrefs 
To  moft  that  teach. 

Per.  Your  pardon,  fir,  for  this  : 
1*11  blufh  you  thanks. 

Flo,  My  prettied  Perdita. 

But,  oh,  the  thorns  we  ftand  upon  !  Camillo, 
Preferver  of  my  father,  now  of  me  ; 
The  medicine  of  our  houfe  !  how  (hall  we  do  ? 
We  are  not  furnifh'd  like  Bohemia's  fon  ; 
Nor  lliall  appear  in  Sicily— 

Cam,   My  lord, 
Fear  none  of  this  :  I  think  you  know  my  fortunes 
Do  all  lie  there  :  it  (hall  be  fo  my  care 
To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 
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The  fcene,  you  play,  were  mine.  For  inftance,  fir, 
That  you  may  know  you  fliall  not  want  j  one  word — 

[They  talk  ajide. 

Enter  AuTOLicus, 

Aut.  Ha,  hal  what  a  fool  Honefty  is  !  and  Tnift,  his 
fworn  brother,  a  very  fimple  gentleman !  I  have  fold  all  my 
trumpery;  not  a  counterfeit  ftone,  not  a  ribbon,  glafs 
pomander,  brooch,  table-book,  ballad,  knife,  tape,  glove 
ihoe-tie,  bracelet,  horn-ring,  to  keep  my  pack  from  fafting: 
they  throng  who  fhould  buy  firft ;  as  if  my  trinkets  had  been, 
hallowed,  and  brought  a  benedicSlion  to  the  buyer:  by  which 
means  I  faw  v/hofe  purfe  was  beft  in  picture ;  and,  what  I  faw, 
to  my  good  ufe  I  remember'd.  My  Clown  (who  wants  but 
fomething  to  be  a  reafonable  man)  grew  fo  in  love  with  the 
wenches'  fong,that  he  would  not  ftir  his  pettitoes  till  he  ha-d 
both  tune  and  words  ;  which  fo  drew  the  reft  of  the  head  to 
me,  that  all  their  other  fenfes  ftuck  in  ears  :  you  might  have 
pinchM  a  placket,  it  was  fenfelefs;  'twas  nothing  to  geld  a 
codpiece  of  a  purfe  ;  I  v^ould  have  filed  keys  off  that  hung  in 
chains :  no  hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  fir's  fong,  and  ad- 
miring the  nothing  of  it.  So  that,  in  this  of  lethargy,  I  pick'd 
and  cut  moft  of  their  feftlval  purfes :  and  had  not  the  old  man 
come  in  with  a  whoo-bub  againft  his  daughter  and  the  king's 
fon,  and  fcar'd  my  choughs  from  the  chaff,  had  not  left  a  purfe 
alive  in  the  whole  army. 

[Cam,  Flo.  and^ER.  come  forward. 

Cam.  Nay,  but  my  letters  by  this  means  being  there, 
Sofoon  as  you  arrive,  fhall  clear  that  doubt. 

Plo.  And  thofe  that  you'll  procure  from  king  Leontes — 

Cam.  Shall  fatisfy  your  father. 

Per.  Happy  be  you  ; 
All  that  you  fpeak  fhews  fair. 

Cam.  Who  have  we  here  ?  [Seeing  Autolicu?, 

We'll  make  an  inftrument  of  this  ;  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  aid. 

jiut.  If  they  have  overheard  me  now — why  hanging. 

Carn.  How  nowj  good  fellow,  why  fhak'ft  thou  fo^* 
Fear  not,  man  ;  here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Aut,  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  fir. 

Cam.  Why,  be  fo  ftill;  here's  nobody  will  (leal  that  from 
thee;  yet  for  the  OUtfide  wid  of  thy  poverty  we  mud  make 
an  exchange  therefore,  difcafe  thee  inftantly,  thou  muft  think 
there's  necellity  in't,  and  change  garments  with  this  gen- 
tlemen :  Though  the  pennyworth,  oa  his  fide  be  the  worft, 
yet  hold  thee,  there's  fome  boot. 
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j^ui,  i  am  a  poor  fellow,  fir ; — -I  know  ye  well  enough 

[J/uIe. 
Cam,  Nay,  prithee,  difpatch:  the  gentleman  Is  half  flead 
already. 

Jut*  Are  you  in  earneft,  fir?— I  fmell  the  trick  of  It. — 

Flo,  Difpatch,  I  prithee. 

Jut,  Indeedj  I  have  had  earneft  j  but  I  cannot  with  con** 
fcience  take  it. 

Ca?ni  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  miftrefs-^^let  rhy  prophecy 
Come  home  to  you  ! — you  muft  retire  yourfelf 
Into  fome  covert:  take  your  fweetheart's  hat 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  brows ;  muffle  your  face  5 
Difmantle  you ;  and  as  you  can,  difliken 
The  truth  of  you  own  feeming  ;  that  you  may, 
For  I  do  fear  eyes  over  you,  to  iVip-board 
Get  Undefcry'd. 

Per,  1  fee  the  play  fo  lies 
That  I  muft  bear  a  part. 

Cam.  No  remedy • 

Have  you  done  there  ? 

Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  father 
He  would  not  call  me  fon. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  fliall  have  no  hat : 
Come,  lady,  come. — Farewell,  my  friend. 

Jut.  Adieu,  fir. 

Flo,  O  Perdita,  what  have  we  twain  forgot  I 
Pray  you,  word. 

Cam.  What  I  do  next  fhall  be  to  tell  the  king  [^Aftds* 

Of  this  efcape,  and  whither  they  are  bound: 
Wherein  my  hope  is,  I  fhall  fo  prevail 
To  force  him  after  :  in  whofe  company 
I  fliall  review  Sicilia  :  for  whofe  fight 
I  have  a  woman*s  longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us  !-^^ 
Thus  we  fet  on,  Camillo,  to  the  fea-fide. 

\^Exii  Flo.  with  Per. 

Cam,  The  fwifter  fpeed  the  better.  \^Exiti 

Jut.  I  underftand  thebufinefs;  I  hear  it:  To  have  an 
open  earj  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  neceflary  for  a 
cutpurfe ;  a  good  nofe  is  requitable  alfo,  to  fmell  out  work 
for  the  other  fenfes.  I  fee  this  is  the  time  that  the  unjuft 
man  doth  thrive*  What  an  exchange  had  this  been  without 
boot?  whut  a  boot  is  here  with  this  exchange?  Sure  the 
guds  do  this  year  connive  at  uSj  and  we  ma)  do  any  thing 
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fxiempcre.  The  prince  himfelf  Is  about  a  piece  of  iniquity ; 
ftealing  away  from  his  father,  with  his  clog  at  his  heels.  If  I 
thought  it  were  not  a  piece  of  honefty  to  acquaint  the  king 
withalj  I  would  do't:  I  hold  it  more  knavery  to  conceal  it; 
gnd  therein  am  I  conftant  to  my  profeffion. 

Enter  Clown  and  Shepherd, 

Afide,  afide  ; — here's  more  matter  for  a  hot  brain  :  Every 
lane's  end,  every  fliop,  church,  feiTion,  hanging,  yields  a  care- 
ful man  work. 

Clo,  See,  fee ;  what  a  man  you  are  now  1  there  is  no  other 
way,  but  to  tell  the  king  file's  a  changeling,  and  none  of 
your  flefh  and  blood. 

Shep.  Nay,  but  hear  me, 

Clo.   Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Sbep.  Go  to  then. 

Clo,  She  being  none  of  your  flefh  and  blood,  your  flefh  and 
blood  has  not  offended  the  king  ;  and  fo  your  flefh  and  blood 
is  not  to  be  punifli'd  by  him.  Shew  thofe  things  you  found 
about  her ;  thofe  fecret  things,  all  but  what  fhe  has  with 
her:  This  being  done,  let  the  law  go  whiflle;  I  warrant 
you. 

Shep,  I  will  tell  the  king  all,  every  word  ;  yea,  and  his 
fon's  pranks  too  -,  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honefl  man  neither 
to  his  father  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me  the  king's 
brother-in-law. 

Clo  Indeed  '  brother-in-law  was  the  farthefl:  off  you 
could  have  been  to  him  ;  and  then  your  blood  had  been  the 
dearer,  by  I  know  how  much  an  ounce. 

Jut.  Very  wifely  ;  puppies!  [/ffide. 

Shep,  Well ;  let  us  to  the  king  :  there  is  that  in  this  farthel 
will  make  him  fcratch  his  beard. 

Jut.  I  know  not  what  impediment  this  complaint  may  be 
to  the  flight  of  my  mafler. 

Clo    'Ptay  heartily  he  be  at  the  palace. 

Jut.  Though  I  am  not  naturally  honefl,  I  am  fo  fome- 
times  by  chance.— Let  me  pocket  up  my  pedlar's  excre- 
ment.-  How  now,  ruflics  ?  whither  are  you  bound  I 

Skp.   To  the  palace,  an  it  like  your  worfhip, 

4uL  Your  cffa  rs  there  ?-- what?  with  whom?  the  con- 
dition of  that  farthel?  the  place  of  your  dwelling?  your 
names?  your  age  ?  of  what  having,  breeding,  and  any  thing 
|hat  is  fiiting  for  to  be  known  ?  dilcover. 

Go.   We  are  but  plain  feliows,  fir. 

4ut^  A  lie  j  you  are  rough  and  hairy  :  Let  me  have  no 
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lying ;  it  becomes  none  but  tradefmen,  and  they  often  give 
us  foldiers  the  lie :  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with  ftamped 
coin,  not  ftabbing  fteel  j  therefore  they  do  not  giye  us  the 
lie. 

C!a.  Your  worfhip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  if  you 
had  not  taken  yourfelf  with  the  manner. 

Shep,  Are  you  a  courtier,  an't  like  you,  fir  ? 
y^ut.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  am  a  courtier.  See'ft 
thou  not  the  air  of  the  court  in  thefe  enfoldings  ?  hath  not 
my  gait  in  it  the  meafure  of  the  court  ?  receives  not  thy 
iiofe  court-odour  from  me  ?  reflect  I  not  on  thy  bafenefs, 
court-contempt  ?  Think'ft  thou,  for  that  I  infmuate  or  toze 
from  thee  thy  bufmefs,  I  am  therefore  no  courtier  ?  I  am 
courtier  cap-a-pe\  and  one  that  will  either  pufli  on  or  pluck 
back  thy  bufmefs  there :  whereupon  I  command  thee  tq  open 
thy  afFair. 

Shep,  My  bufmefs,  fir,  is  to  the  king. 
Juu  What  advocate  haft  thou  to  him  ? 
Shep,  I  know  not,  an't  like  you. 

Qo.  Advocate's  t^e  court-word  for  a  pheafant ;  fay  yoi| 
have  none. 

Shep,  None,  fir :  I  have  no  pheafant,  cock  nor  hen. 
Jut.  How  blefs'd  are  we,  that  are  not  fimple  men  1 
Yet  nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are, 
Therefore  I  will  not  difdain. 

Clo.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  courtier. 
Shep.  His  garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not 
handfomely. 

Qo.  He  feems  to  be  the  more  noble  in  beirrg  fantaftical, 
A  great  man,  I'll  warrant ;  I  knov/  by  the  picking  on's  teeth. 

Jut,  The  farthel  there  ?  wat's  i'the  far^hel  ? 
Wherefore  that  box  ? 

Shep,  Sir,  there  lies  fuch  fecrets  in  this  farthel  and  box, 
which  none  muft  know  but  the  king  ;  and  which  he  fhall 
know  within  this  hour,  If  I  may  come  to  the  fpeech  of  him, 
Jui,  Age,  thou  haft  loft  thy  labour. 
Shep.  Why,  fir  ? 

Jut,  The  king  is  not  at  the  palace :  he  is  gone  aboard  a 
new  fhip,  to  purge  melancholy  and  air  himfelf :  For  if  thou 
be'ft  capable  of  things  ferious,  thou  muft  know  the  king  is 
full  of  grief. 

Shep,  So  *tis  faid,  fir,  about  his  fon  that  fhould  have 
married  a  fhepherds  daughter. 

Jut,  If  that  fhepherd  be  not  in  hand-faft,  let  him  fly ;  the 
curfes  he  fhall  have,  the  tortures  he  fhall  feel,  will  break  the 
back' of  man,  thcL  heart  of  monfter. 
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Qo,  Think  you  ioy  fir  ? 

Aiit.  Not  he  alone  fhall  fufFer  what  wit  can  make  heavy, 
and  vengeance  bitter;  but  thofe  that  are  germane  to  him; 
tho*  removed  iifry  times,  fhall  all  come  under  the  hangman  : 
which  tho'  it  be  great  pity,  yet  it  is  neceflary.  An  old 
iheep-whiftling  rogue,  a  ram-tender,  to  offer  to  have  his 
his  daughter  come  into  grace  !  feme  fay,  he  fhall  be  llonM; 
but  that  death  is  too  ibft  for  him,  fay  I.  Draw  our  throne 
into  a  fheep-cote  '  all  deaths  are  too  few,  the  fharpefl  too 
eafy. 

Ck.  Has  the  old  man  e'er  a  fon,  fir,  do  you  hear,  an't 
like  you,  fir  ? 

Aui»  He  has  a  fon,  who  fhall  be  flay'd  alive  ;  then,  'noint- 
cd  over  with  honey,  itx.  on  the  head  of  a  wafps  nefl ;  then 
ftand  till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram  :  then  recovered 
again  with  aquavitse,  or  fome  other  hot  infufion :  then,  raw 
as  he  is,  and  in  the  hottefl  day  prognoftication  prolaims, 
fhall  he  be  fet  againfl  a  brick  wall,  the  fun  looking  with  a 
fouthward  eye  upon  him  ;  where  he  is  to  behold  him  with 
flies  blown  to  death.  But  what  talk  we  of  thefe  traitorly 
tafcals,  whofe  miferies  are  to  be  fmil'd  at,  their  offences  be* 
ing  fo  capital  ^  Tell  me  (for  you  feem  to  be  honeft  plain 
men),  what  you  have  to  the  king:  being  fomething  gently 
confider'd,  I'll  bring  you  where  he  is  aboard,  tender  your 
perfons  to  his  prefence,  whifper  him  in  your  behalfs;  and  if 
it  be  in  man,  befides  the  king  to  effect  your  fuits,  here  is  a 
man  fhall  do  it. 

Ch.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  authority:  clofe  with  him, 
give  him  gold  ;  and  though  authority  be  a  flubborn  bear, 
yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  nofe  with  gold :  fhew  the  infide  of 
your  purfe  to  the  outfide  of  his  hand,  and  no  more  ado. 
Remember,  flon'd  and  flavM  alive 

Shep,  k\\\  pleafe  you,  fir,  to  undertake  the  bufmefs  for 
us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have  :  Til  make  it  as  much  more,  and 
leave  this  young  man  in  pawn  till  I  bring  it  you, 

Aut.  After  I  have  done  what  I  promife? 

Sbep,  Ay,  fir. 

Aut,  Well,  give  me  the  moiety.  Are  you  a  party  in  this 
bufmefs  ? 

Clo.  In  fome  fort,  fir :  but  thrush  my  cafe  be  a  pitiful 
one,  I  hope  I  fhall  not  be  flay 'J  out  of  it. 

Aut,  Oh,  that's  the  cafe  of  the  fhepherd's  fon  :~  Hang 
him,  he'll  be  made  an  example. 

Clo,  Comfort,  good  comfor^ :  We  rouft  to  the  king,  and 
(hew  our  flrange  fights :  he  mufl  know,  'tis  none  of  your 
daughter,  nor  my  ififter  j  Sir,  I  will  give  you  as  much  as 


^4  THE    winter's    tale. 

this  old  man  does,  when  the  bufinefs  is  performed ;  and  rc« 
main,  as  he  fays,  your  pawn  till  it  be  brought  you. 

Aut,  I  will  trufl:  you.  Walk  before  toward  the  fea-fidc, 
go  on  the  right  hand  \  I  will  but  look  upon  the  hedge,  and 
follow  you. 

Clo,  We  are  blefs'd  in  this  man,  as  I  may  fay,  even  blefsM, 

Shep,  Lct*s  before,  as  he  bids  us :  he  provided  to  do  us 
good.  [Exeunt  S hep,  and  Clo, 

Jut.  If  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee  Fortune  would 
not  fuffer  me  ;  flie  drops  booties  in  my  mouth,  I  am  courted 
now  with  a  doable  occaiion ;  gold,  and  a  means  to  do  the 
prince  my  mafter  good  ;  which,  v/ho  knows  how  that  may 
turn  to  my  back  advancement ;  I  will  bring  thefe  two  moles, 
thefe  blind  ones,  aboard  him  ;  if  he  think  it  fit  to  fhore  them 
again,  and  that  the  complaint  they  have  to  the  king  concerns 
him  nothing,  let  him  call  rrie  rogue,  for  being  fo  far  officious; 
for  I  am  proof  againft  that. title,  and  what  fhame  elfe  be- 
longs to't:  To  him  will  I  prefent  them,  there  may  be 
matter  in  it.  [^ExiU 


A    C    T      V. 

SCENE     L— Changes  to  Sicilian 

^w/jrLEONTEs,  Cleom£NEs,Dion,  Paulina,  ^iS^rv^w/^. 

Cleomenes, 


SIR,  you  have  done  enough,  and  have  perfbrm'd 
A  faint-like  forrow  :  no  fault  could  you  make 
Which  you  have  notredeemM  ;  indeed  paid  down 
More  penitence  than  done  trefpafs.     At  the  laftj 
Do,  as  the  heavens  have  done,  forget  your  evil  i 
With  them,  forgive  yourfelf. 

Leo,  Whilfl  1  remember 
Her,  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemifhes  in  them  ;  and  fo  ftill  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  myfelf :  which  was  fo  much, 
That  heirlefs  it  hath  made  my  kingdom ;  and 
Deftroy'd  the  fweet'ft  companion  that  e'er  man 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of. 

PauL  True,  too  true,  my  lord  : 
If  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  world. 
Or  from,  the  all  that  are  took  fomething  gao4 
To  make  a  perfect  woman,  fhe  you  kiirj 
Would  be  unparallerd. 
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Leo.  I  think  fo.     Kiird  ! 
She  I  kill'd  ?  I  did  fo  :  but  thou  ftrik'ft  me 
Sorely  to  fay  I  did  ;  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  my  tongue  as  irt  my  thought.     Now,  good  now, 
Say  fo  but  feldom. 

Cleo,  Not  at  all,  good  lady; 
You  might  have  fpdke  a  thoufand  things,  that  would 
Have  done  in  time  more  benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  kindnefs  better. 

Paul,  You  are  one  of  thofe 
Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dion.  If  you  would  not  (oy 
You  pitty  not  the  ftate,  nor  the  remembrance 
Of  his  moft  fovereign  name  ;  confider  little 
What  dangers  (by  his  highnefs'  fail  of  ifTue) 
May  drop  upon  his  kingdom,  and  devour 
Uncertain  lookers-on.     What  were  more  holy 
Than  to  rejoice  the  former  queen  is  well  ? 
What  holier,  than,  for  royalty's  repair. 
For  prefent  comfort,  and  for  future  good, 
To  blefs  the  bed  of  majefty  again 
With  a  fweet  fellow  to't  ? 

Paul.  There  is  none  worthy 
Refpecting  her  that's  gone.     Befides,  the  gods 
Will  have  fulfiU'd  their  fecret  purpofes  : 
For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  faid, 
Is't  not  the  tenour  of  his  oracle 
That  king  Leontes  fhall  not  have  an  heir. 
Till  his  loft  child  be  found  ?  which  that  it  fhall. 
Is  all  as  monft-'ous  to  our  human  reafon^ 
As  my  Antigonus  to  break  his  grave, 
And  come  again  to  me  ;  who,  on  my  life, 
Did  perifh  with  the  infant.     'Tis  your  counfel^^ 
My  lord  fhould  to  the  heavens  be  contrary  ;      ^ 
Dppofe  againft  their  wills.— —Care  not  for  ifTue ; 

[To  the  Kwx*^ 
The  crown  will  find  an  heir.     Great  Alexander 
Left  his  to  the  worthieft  5  fo  his  fuccefibr 
Was  like  to  be  the  beft. 

Leo,  Good  Paulina, 
Who  haft  the  memory  of  Hermione, 
I  know,  in  honour :  O,  that  ever  I 
Had  fquar'd  me  to  thy  counfel  1  then,  even  now 
I  might  have  look'd  upon  my  queen's  full  eyes^ 
Have  taken  treafure  from  her  lips ! 
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Paul.  And  left  them 
More  rich  for  what  they  yielded. 

Leo,  Thou  fpeak'ft  truth. 
No  more  fuch  wives ;  therefore  no  wife  :  one  worfc. 
And  better  us'd,  would  make  her  fainted  fpirit 
Again  pofTefs  her  corps  ;  and  on  this  ftage 
(Where  we  offend  her  now)  appear  foul-vext. 
And  begin,  TVhy  to  me  ? 

Paul,  Had  fhe  fuch  power. 
She  had  juft  caufe. 

Leo,  She  had  ;  and  would  incenfe  me 
To  murder  her  I  married. 

Paul.  lihouldfo, 
Were  I  the  ghoft  that  walkM ;  Td  bid  you  mark 
Here  eye  ;  and  tell  me,  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  chofe  her  ;  then  I'd  fhriek,  that  even  your  ears 
Should  rift  to  hear  me  ;  and  the  words  that  followed 
Should  be,  Remember  mine, 

Leo,  Stars,  ftars  ! 
And  all  eyes  elfe  dead  coals,.    Fear  thou  no  wife, 
I'll  have  no  wife,  Paulina. 

Paul,  Will  you  fwear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  leave  ? 

Leo,  Never,  Paulina;  fo  be  blefs'd  my  fpirit  I 

Paul,  Then,  good  my  lords,  bear  witnefs  to  his  oath* 

Cleo,  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

Paul,  Unlefs  another, 
As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  picture, 
Affront  his  eye. 

Cleo,  Good  madam,  pray  have  done. 

Paul.  Yet,  if  my  lord  will  marry — If  you  will,  fir; 
Ko  remedy,  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  office 
To  choofe  you  a  queen :  fhe  fhall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former  ;  but  (he  fhall  be  fuch. 
As,  walk'd  your  firil  queen's  ghofl:,  it  ihall  take  joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  arms. 

Leo,  My  true  Paulina, 
We  fhall  not  marry  'till  thou  bid'ft  us, 

Paul.  That 
Shall  be  when  your  firfl  queen's  again  in  breath  l 
Never  'till  then. 

Enter  a  Gentleman* 

Gent.  One  that  gives  out  himfelf  prince  Florizelj 
Son  of  Pollxenes,  with  his  j  rincefs  (fhe 
The  faireft  1  have  yet  beheld),  defires 
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Accefs  to  your  high  prefence. 

Leo.  What  with  him  ?  be  comes  not 
Like  to  his  father's  greatnefs  :  his  approach. 
So  out  of  circumftance,  and  fudden,  tells  us 
^Tis  not  a  vifitation  fram'd,  but  forc'd 
By  need  and  accident.     What  train  ? 

Gent.  But  few, 
And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo.  His  princefs,  fay  you  with  him  ? 
Gent,  Ay  ;  the  moft  peerlefs  piece  of  earth,  I  think. 
That  e'er  the  fun  fhone  bright  on. 

Paul.  Oh  Hermione, 
As' every  prefent  time  doth  boaft  itfelf 
Above  a  better,  gone  ;  fo  muft  thy  grave 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.     Sir,  you  yourfelf 
Have  faid,  and  writ  fo  (but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  theme) ;  Jhe  had  not  heen^ 
Nor  was  Jhe  to  be  equalled ;  thus  your  verfe 
Fiow'd  with  her  beauty  once  ;  'tis  ihrewdly  ebb*d, 
To  fay,  you  have  feen  a  better. 

Gent.  Pardon,  madam ; 
The  one  I  have  almoft  forgot  (your  pardon)  ; 
The  other,  when  fhe  has  obtain'd  your  eye. 
Will  have  your  tongue  too.     This  is  a  creature, 
Would  fhe  begin  a  feft,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  profefFors  elfe  ;  make  profelytes 
Of  whom  fhe  but  bid  follow. 
Paid,   How  ?  not  women  ? 

Gent.  Women  will  love  her,  that  fhe  is  a  woman 
More  worth  than  any  man ;  men,  that  fhe  is 
The  rareft  of  all  women. 
Leo.  Go,  Cleomenes ; 
Yourfelf,  aflifted  with  your  honour'd  friends, 

,  [Exit  Cleomenes* 

Bring  them  to  our  embracement.     Still  'tis  flrange 
He  thus  fhould  fleal  upon  us. 

Paul.  Had  our  prince 
CJewel  of  children)  feen  this  hour,  he  had  pair'd 
Well  with  this  lord  ;  there  was  not  full  a  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leo.  Prithee,  no  more;  ceafe ;  thou  know'fl 
He  dies  to  me  again  when  talk'd  of.     Sure, 
When  I  fhall  fee  this  gentleman,  thy  fpeeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that  v/hich  may 
Unfurnifh  me  of  reafon.     They  are  come.— - 
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Enter  Florizel,  Perdita,  Cleomenes,  and  others* 

Your  mother  was  mofl  true  to  wedlock,  prince ; 
For  (he  did  print  your  royal  father  off, 
Conceiving  you.     Were  I  but  twenty-one, 
Your  father's  image  is  fo  hit  in  you, 
His  very  air,  that  1  fliould  call  you  brother, 
As  I  did  him  ;  and  fpeak  of  fomething  wildly 
By  us  performed  before.     Moft  dearly  welcome, 

As  your  fair  princefs,  goddefs  . oh !  alas  ! 

I  loft  a  couple,  that  'twixt  heaven  and  earth 
Might  thus  have  flood  begetting  wonder,  as 
You,  gracious  couple,  do !  and  then  I  lolt 
(All  mine  own  folly)  the  fociety, 
Amity  too  of  your  brave  father;  whom. 
Though  bearing  mifery,  I  defire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  on. 

Flo,  Sir,  by  his  command 
Have  I  here  touch'd  Sicilia;  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  greetings  that  a  king,  a  friend. 
Can  fend  his  brother  :  and,  but  infirmity 
(Which  waits  upon  v/orn  times)  hath  fomething  feiz'4 
His  wi(h*d  ability,  he  had  himfelf 
The  lands  and  waters  'twixt  your  throne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you,  whom  he  loves 
(He  bade  me  fay  fo)  more  than  all  the  fceptres. 
And  thofe  that  bear  them,  living. 

Leo,  Oh,  my  brother  1 
(Good  gentleman)  the  wrongs  I  have  done  thee  ftir 
Afrefh  within  me  ;  and  thefe  thy  offices 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  flacknefs  '     Welcome  hither,. 
As  is  the  fprig  to  the  earth.     And  hath  he  too 
Expos'd  this  paragon  to  the  fearful  ufage. 
At  leaft,  ungentle,  of  the  dreadful  Neptune, 
i  o  greet  a  man  not  worth  her  pains  s  much  lefs 
The  adventure  of  her  perfon  ? 

Flo,  Good  my  lord, 
She  came  from  Libya. 

Leo,  Where  the  warlike  Smalus, 
That  noble  honour'd  lord,  is  fear'd  and  lov'd  ? 

Flo,    Moft  royal  fir,    from  thence ;     from  him,   who(f 
,    daughter 
His  tears  proclaim'd  his  parting  with  her:  thence 
(A  profperous  fouth-wind  friendly)  we  have  crofs'd, 
To  execute  the  charge  my  father  gave  me, 
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For  vifiting  your  highnefs  :  my  beft  train 
I  have  from  your  Sicilian  fhores  difmifs'd  j 
Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  fignify 
Not  only  my  fuccefs  in  Libya,  fir, 
But  my  arrival  and  my  wife's  in  fafety 
fie  re,  vi^here  we  are. 

Leo,  The  blefled  gods 
Purge  all  infedtion  from  our  air,  whilft  you 
Po  climate  here  1     You  have  a  holy  father, 
A  graceful  gentleman  ;  againft  whofe  perfon. 
So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  fm  ; 
For  which  the  heavens,  taking  angry  note. 
Have  left  me  ifTuelefs  ;  and  your  father's  blefs'd 
(As  he  from  heaven  merits  it)  with  you. 
Worthy  his  goodnefs.     What  might  I  have  been. 
Might  I  a  fon  and  daughter  now  have  look'd  on, 
§uch  goodly  things  as  you ! 

Enter  a  Lord, 

Lord.  Moft  noble  fir, 
That  which  I  fhall  report  will  bear  no  credit, 
Where  not  the  proof  fo  high,     Pleafe  you,  great  fir, 
Bohemia  greets  you  from  himfelf,  by  me  ; 
Defires  you  to  attach  his  fon,  who  has, 

His  dignity  and  duty  both  caft  off,  * 

Fled  from  his  father,  from  his  hopes,  and  with 
A  Shepherd's  daughter. 

Leo.  Where's  Bohemia?  fpeak  ! 

Lord,  Here  in  your  city ;  I  now  came  from  him, 
1  fpeak  amazedly  :  and  it  becomes 
My  marvel,  and  my  meffage.     To  your  court 
Whilft  he  was  haft'ning  (in  the  chafe,  it  feems, 
Of  this  fair  couple),  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  father  of  his  feeming  lady,  and 
Her  brother,  having  both  their  country  quitted 
With  this  young  prince. 

Flo.  Camillo  has  betray'd  me ;  ^  ' 

Whofe  honour  and  whofe  honefty,  till  now 
J^ndur'd  all  weathers. 

Lord.  Lay't  fo  to  his  charge; 
He's  with  the  king  your  father. 

Leo.  Who,  Camillo  ?  - 

Lord.  Camillo,  fir ;  I  fpake  with  him ;  who  now 
pas  thefe  poor  men  in  queftion.     Never  faw  I 
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Wretches  fo  quake  :  they  kneel,  they  klfs  the  earth  } 
Forfwear  themfelves  as  often  as  they  fpeak  :     ' 
Bohemia  flops  his  ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths,  in  death. 

Per.  Oh,  my  poor  father  ! ■ 

The  heaven  fets  fpies  upon  us,  will  not  have 
Our  contract  celebrated, 

Leo,  You  are  marry'd  ? 

Flo.  We  are  not,  fir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be  ; 
The  ftars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  valleys  firft  j 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 

Leo.  My  lord, 
Is  this  the  daughter  of  a  king  ? 

Flo,  She  is, 
When  once  fhe  is  my  wife. 

Leo,  That  oncey  I  fee,  by  your  good  father's  fpeed. 
Will  come  on  very  flowly.    - 1  am  forry 
(Moft  forry),  you  have  broken  from  his  liking, 
Where  you  were  ty'd  in  duty  :  and  as  forry 
Your  choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  worth  as  beauty. 
That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

Flo,  Dear,  look  up  : 
Though  fortune,  vifible  an  enemy, 
Should  chafe  us,  with  my  father  ;  power  no  jot 
Hath  fhe  to  change  our  loves.     'Befeech  you,  fir, 
Remember,  fmce  you  ow'd  no  more  to  time 
Than  I  do  now :  with  thought  of  fuch  afFedions 
Step  forth  mine  advocate.     At  your  requeft. 
My  father  will  grant  precious  things  as  trifles. 

Leo,  Would  he  do  fo,  I'd  beg  your  precious  miftrefs. 
Which  he  counts  but  a  trifle. 

Paul.  Sir,  my  liege. 
Your  eye  hath  too  much  youth  in't :  not  a  month 
*Fore  your  queen  dy'd,  ftie  was  more  worth  fuch  gazes 
Than  what  you  look  on  now. 
Leo,  I  thought  of  her 

Even  in  thefe  looks  I  made. But  your  petition 

[T^Florizei. 
Is  yet  unanfwered  :  I  will  to  your  father ; 
Your  honour  not  o'erthrown  by  your  defires, 
I  am  friend  to  them  and  you;  upon  which  errand 
I  now  go  toward  him  ;  therefore,  follow  me, 
And  mark  what  way  I  make.     Come,  good  my  lord. 

\^ExeunU 
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SCENE    ll.-^l  he  fame. 

Enter  Autolicus,  and  a  Gentleman » 

Aut,  'Befeech  you,  fir,  were  you  prefent  at  this  rela- 
tion ? 

1  Gent,  I  was  at  the  opening  of  the  farthel,  heard  the  old 
fkepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it :  whereupon, 
after  a  little  amazednefs,  we  were  all  commanded  out  of  the 
chamber.  Only  this,  methought  I  heard  the  fhepherd  fay, 
he  found  the  child. 

Aut.  I  would  moft  gladly  know  the  ifTue  of  it. 

Gent,  I  make  a  broken  delivery  of  the  bufmefs ;  but  the 
changes  I  perceived  in  the  king  and  Camillo  were  very  notes 
of  admiration  ;  they  feem'd  almoft,  with  ftaring  on  one  an- 
other, to  tear  the  cafes  of  their  eyes.  There  was  fpeech  in 
their  dumbnefs,  language  in  their  very  gefture  ;  they  looked 
as  they  had  heard  of  a  world  ranfom'd,  or  one  deilroy'd  ;  a 
notable  paifion  of  wonder  appeared  in  them ;  but  the  wifeft 
beholder,  that  knew  no  more  but  feeing,  could  not  fay  if  the 
importance  were  joy  or  forrows  b^t  in  the  extremity  of  the 
one  it  muft  needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  a  gentleman  that  haply  knows  more.  The  news, 
Rogero  ? 

2  Gent.  Nothing  but  bonfires.  The  oracle  is  fulfilled  j 
the  kinsi's  dauo;hter  is  found :  fuch  a  deal  of  wonder  is 
broken  out  within  this  hour,  that  ballad-makers  cannot  be 
able  to  exprefs  it. 

Enter  another  Ge7itleman% 

Here  comes  the  lady  Paulina's  fteward  ;  he  can  deliver  you 
more.  How  goes  it  now,  fir  ?  This  news,  which  is  called 
true,  is  fo  like  an  old  tale,  that  the  verity  of  it  is  in  ftrong 
fufpicion.     Has  the  king  found  his  heir  ? 

3  Gent.  Moft  true  ;  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant  by  cir- 
cumftances.  That  which  you  hear  you'll  fwear  you  fee, 
there  is  fuch  unity  in  the  proofs.  The  mantle  of  queen 
Hermoine  ;  her  jev/el  about  the  neck  of  it ;  the  letters  of 
Antigonus  found  with  it,  which  they  know  to  be  his  chrac- 
ter  5  th*"  majefty  of  the  creature  in  refemblance  of  the  mo- 
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ther ;  the  afFe£lIon  of  noblenefs,  which  nature  fiiews  above 
her  breeding ;  and  many  other  evidences,  proclaim  her,  with 
all  certainty,  to  be  the  king's  daughter.  Did  you  fee  the 
meeting  of  the  two  kings  ? 

2  Gent.  No. 

3  Gent,  Then  have  you  loft  a  fight  w'hich  was  to  be  feen, 
cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  beheld  one  joy 
crown  another ;  fo,  and  in  fuch  manner,  that  it  feem'd  lorrow 
wept  to  take  leave  of  them;  for  their  joy  waded  in  tears. 
There  was  calling  up  of  eyes,  holding  up  of  hands;  with 
countenance  of  fuch  diilraction,  that  they  were  to  be  known 
by  garment,  not  by  favour.  Our  king,  being  ready  to  leap 
out  of  himfelf  for  joy  of  his  found  daughter,  as  if  that  joy 
were  now  become  a  lofs,  cries.  Oh,  thy  mother !  thy  mother  ! 
then  afks  Bohemia  forgivenefs  ;  then  embraces  his  fon-in- 
law;  then  again  worries  he  his  daughter,  with  clipping  her. 
ISl'ow  he  thanks  the  old  fhepherd,  who  ftands  by  fik?  a 
weather-beaten  conduit  of  many  kings*  reigns,  I  never 
heard  of  fuch  another  encounter,  which  lames  report  tq 
follow  it,  and  undoes  defcription  to  do  it. 

2  Gent,  What,  pray  you,  became  of  Antigonus,  that 
carry 'd  hence  the  child 

3  Gent.  Like  an  old  tale  ftill,  which  will  have  matters  to 
rehearfe  though  credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  ear  open,  he 
was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  bear  :  this  avouches  the  fhepherd 's 
fon,  who  has  not  only  his  innocence,  which  feems  much  to 
juftify  him,  but  a  handkerchief  and  rings  of  his  that  Paulina 
knows. 

I  Gent.  What  became  of  his  bark  and  his  followers  ? 

3  Gent,  Wreck'd  the  fameinftant  of  their  matter's  death 
and  in  the  view  of  the  ihepherd ;  (o  that  all  the  inftruments, 
which  aided  to  expofe  the  child,  were  even  then  loft;  when 
it  was  found.  But,  Oh,  the  noble  combat  that,  'twixt  joy 
and  forrow,  was  fought  in  Paulina!  She  had  one  eye  de- 
chn'd  for  the  lofs  of  her  hufband;  another  elevated  that  the 
qracle  was  fulfilPd.  She  lifted  the  princefs  from  the  earth, 
and  fo  locks  her  in  embracing,  as  if  ftie  would  pin  her  to  her 
heart,  that  flie  might  nq  more  be  in  danger  of  lofing. 

1  Gent,  The  dignity  of  this  a(St  was  worth  th?  aucjience  of 
kings  and  prince?  :  for  by  fuch  was  it  a6ted. 

3  Gent,  One  of  the  prettieft  touches  of  all,  and  that 
which  angled  for  mine  eyes  (caught  the  water,  though  not 
the  fifli),  was,  when  at  the  relation  of  the  queen's  death, 
with  the  manner  how  flie  came  by  it  (bravely  confcfs'd  and 
lamented  by  the  king),  how  attentivenefs  wounded  his 
daughter  3  till,  from  one  fign  of  dolour  to  another,  fhe  did. 
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with  an  alas  !  I  would  fain  fay  bled  tears  ;  for  I  am  fure  my 
heart  wept  blood.  Who  was  moft  marble  there  changed 
colour ;  fome  fwooned,  all  forrowed :  if  all  the  world  could 
have  feen  it,  the  ^oe  had  been  univerfal. 

1  Gent,  Are  they  returned  to  the  court  ? 

3  Gent,  No  :  the  princefs,  hearing  of  her  mother's  ftatue, 
which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina,  a  piece  many  years  in 
doing,  and  now  newly  perform'd  by  that  rare  Italian  mafter, 
Julio  Romano,  who,  had  he  himfelf  eternity,  and  could  puC 
breath  into  his  work,  would  beguile  Nature  of  her  cuftom, 
fo  perfedtly  he  is  her  ape  ;  he  fo  near  to  Hermione  hath  done 
Hermione,  that,  they  fay,  one  would  fpeak  to  her,  and  ftand 
in  hope  of  anfwer.  Thither  with  all  greedinefs  of  afFedion 
are  they  gone  ;  and  there  they  intend  to  fup. 

2  Gent.  I  thought  fhe  had  fome  great  matter  there  in  hand  ; 
for  fhe  hath  privately  twice  or  thrice  a-day,  ever  fmce  the 
death  of  Hermione,  vifited  that  removed  houfe.  Shall  we 
thither,  and  with  our  company  piece  the  rejoicing  ? 

I  Gent,  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  of 
accefs  ?  Every  wink  of  an  eye  fome  new  grace  will  be  born : 
our  abfence  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  knowledge.  Let's 
along,  [Exeunt. 

Ant,  Now,  had  1  not  the  dafli  of  my  former  life  in  me, 
would  preferment  drop  on  my  head.  I  brought  the  old  man 
and  his  fon  aboard  the  prince;  told  him,  I  heard  them  talk 
of  a  farthel,  and  1  know  not  what ;  but  he  at  that  time  over- 
fond  of  the  fhepherd's  daughter  (fo  he  then  took  her  to  be), 
who  began  to  be  much  fea-fick,  and  himfelf  little  better, 
extremity  of  weather  continuing,  this  myftery  remained  un- 
difcovered.  But  'tis  all  one  to  me;  for  had  1  been  the  finder 
out  of  this  fecret,  it  would  not  have  reliihed  among  my  other 
difcredits. 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Clown, 

Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  againft  my  will,  and 
already  appearing  in  the  bloflbms  of  their  fortune. 

Shep,  Come,  boy;  I  am  p^ft  more  children  ;  but  thy  fons 
and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen  born. 

Clo.  You  are  well  met,  fir:  you  denied  to  fight  with  me 
this  other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  gentleman  born:  fee  you 
thefe  clothes  ?  Say  you  fee  them  not,  and  think  me  ftillno 
gentleman  born.  You  were  beft  fay  thefe  robes  are  not 
gentleman  b''jrn.  Give  me  the  lie  ;  do ;  and  try  whether  I 
am  not  gentleman  born. 

Aut,  I  know  you  are  now,  fir,  a  gentleman  born. 
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C7(7.  Ay,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours, 

Shep,  And  fo  have  I,  boy. 

Clo,  So  you  have  :  but  I  was  a  gentleman  born  before  my 
father :  for'the  king's  fon  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  called  me 
brother  ;  and  then  the  two  kings  call'd  my  father,  brother  ; 
and  then  the  prince  my  brother,  and  the  princefs  my  filler, 
call'd  my  father,  father ;  and  fo  we  wept ;  and  there  was 
the  firft  gentleman-like  tears  that  ever  we  fhed. 

Shep.  We  may  live,  fon,  to  fhed  many  more. 

Cla,  Ay ;  or  elfe  'twere  hard  luck,  being  in  fo  prepofterous 
cftate  as  we  are. 

Jut,  I  humbly  befeech  you,  fir,  to  pardon  me  all  the  faults 
I  have  committed  to  your  worfhip,  and  to  give  me  your 
good  report  to  the  prince  my  mafter. 

Shep,  Trithee,  fon,  do ;  for  we  muft  be  gentle  now  we 
are  gentlemen. 

Cla.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life  ? 

JuU  Ay,  an  it  like  your  good  worfliip. 

Clo,  Give  me  thy  hand  Cl  will  fwear  to  the  prince  thou 
art  as  honeft  a  true  fellow  as  any  in  Bohemia. 

Shep,  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 

Ch.  Not  fwear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman  ?  Let  boors 
and  franklins  fay  it,  I'll  fwear  it. 

Shep.   How  if  it  be  falfe,  fon  ? 

Clo,  If  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe,  a  true  gentleman  may  fwear  it, 
in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  :  And  I'll  fwear  to  the  prince, 
thou  art  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and  that  thou  wilt  not  be 
drunk  ;  but  I  know  thou  art  no  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and 
that  thou  wilt  be  drunk;  but  I'll  fwear  it :  and  1  would  thou 
would'ft  be  a  tail  fellow  of  thy  hands. 

Jut.  I  will  prove  fo,  fir,  to  my  power. 

do.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  fellow :  if  I  do  not 
wander  how  thou  dar'ft  venture  to  be  drunk,  not  being  a 
tall  fellow,  truft  me  not.  Hark !  the  kings  and  the  princefs, 
our  kindred,  are  going  to  fee  the  queen's  pidure.  Come^ 
follow  us  ;  we'll  be  thy  good  mafters.  [Epceunt. 


SCENE  III.— PW/Wj  Houfe. 

Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes,  Florizel,  Perdita,  Ca- 

MiLLO,  Paulina,  Lords^  and  Jttendants* 

Leo.  O  grave  and  good  Paulina,  the  great  comfort 
That  I  have  had  of  thee  ! 
Paul  What,  fovereign  fir, 
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I  did  not  well,  I  meant  well :  All  my  fervices 

You  have  paid  home  :  but  that  you  have  vouchfaPd, 

With  your  crownM  brother,  and  thefe  your  contraded 

Heirs  of  your  Icincdoms,  my  poor  houfe  to  vifit, 

It  is  a  furplus  of  your  grace,  which  never 

My  life  may  laft  to  anfwer. 

Leo.  O  Paulina, 
We  honour  you  with  trouble  :  But  we  came 
To  fee  the  ftatue  of  our  queen. — Your  gallery 
Have  we  pafs'd  through,  not  without  much  content 
In  many  fingularities ;  but  we  faw  not 
That  which  my  daughter  came  to  look  upon. 
The  ftatue  of  her  mother. 

PauL  As  fhe  liv'd  peerlefs. 
So  her  dead  likenefs,  I  do  well  believe. 
Excels  whatever  yet  you  iook'd  upon, 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done ;  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lonely  apart.     But  here  it  is  :  prepare 
To  fee  the  life  as  lively  mock*d,  as  ever 
Still  fleep  mock'd  death :  behold,  and  fay,  'tis  well. 

[Paulina  draius  a  curtain^  and  dij covers  ajiatue* 
I  like  your  filence,  it  the  more  fhews  ofF 
Your  wonder  ;  but  yet  fpeak  : — Firft  you,  my  liege, 
Comes  it  not  fomething  near  ? 

Leo.  Her  natural  pofture  ! 
Chide  me,  dear  ftone  ;  that  I  may  fay,  indeed, 
Thou  art  Hermione :  or  rather,  thou  art  fhe 
In  thy  not  chiding  ;  for  fhe  was  as  tender 
As  infancy  and  grace.     But  yet,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled;  nothing 
So  aged,  as  this  feems. 

Pol.  Oh,  not  by  much. 

Paul.  So  much  the  more  our  carver's  excellence, 
Which  lets  go  by  fome  fixteen  years,  and  makes  her 
As  fhe  liv'd  now. 

Leo,  As  now  fhe  might  have  done 
So  much  to  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  foul.     Oh,  thus  fhe  ftood, 
Even  with  fuch  life  of  majefty  (warm  life. 
As  now  it  coldly  ftands),  when  firft  I  woo'd  her  ! 
I  am  afham'd. — Does  not  the  ftone  rebuke  me. 
For  being  more  ftone  than  it  ?     Oh,  royal  piece, 
There's  magic  in  thy  majefty,  which  has 
My  evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance,  and 
From  my  admiring  daughter  took  the  fpirits. 
Standing,  like  ftone,  with  thee ! 
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Per,  And  give  me  leave. 
And  do  not  fay,  'tis  fuperftition,  that 

I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  blefling. Lady, 

Dear  queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began. 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours,  to  kifs. 

Paul.  Oh,  patience 

The  ftatue  is  but  newly  fix'd  the  colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  lord,  your  forrow  was  too  fore  laid  on, 
"Which  fixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away, 
So  many  fummers  dry  :  fcarce  any  joy 
Did  ever  fo  long  live :  no  forrow 
3ut  kiird  itfelf  much  fooner. 

P-ol.  Dear  my  brother, 
Let  him  that  was  the  caufe  of  this  have  power 
To  take  ofFfo  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himfelf. 

Paul.  Indeed,  my  lord. 
If  I  had  thought  the  fight  of  my  poor  image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you  (for  the  ftone  is  mine) 
J'd  not  have  fhew'd  it. 

Leo.  Do  not  draw  the  curtain. 

Paul,  No  longer  fhall  you  gaze  on't,  left  your  fancy 
]^Iay  think  anon  it  moves. 

Leo,  Let  be,  let  be. 
Would  I  were  dead,  but  that  methinks  already. 
What  was  he  that  did  make  it  ?     See,  my  lord, 
Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd  ?  and  that  thofe  veins 
Did  verily  bear  blood  I 

Pol  Mallerly  done  : 
The  very  life  feenis  warm  upon  her  lip. 

Leo.  The  lixure  of  her  eye  has  motion  in't. 
As  we  were  mock'd  with  art. 

Paul.  I'll  draw  the  curtain  : 
My  lord's  almoft  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon  it  lives. 

Leo.  O  fweet  Paulina, 
Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  years  together : 
No  fettled  fenfes  of  the  world  can  match 
The  pleafure  of  that  madnefs.     Let's  alone, 

Paul.  I  am  forry,  fir,  I  have  thi^s  far  ftirr'd  you ;  but 
I  could  afflift  you  further. 

Leo.  Do,  Paulina; 
For  this  affliction  has  a  tafte  as  fweet 
As  any  cordial  comfort.     Still,  nethinks. 
There  is  an  air  comes  from  her.     What  fine  chifel 
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Could  ever  yet  cut  breath  ?  let  no  man  mock  me. 
For  I  will  kifs  her. 

PauL   Good  my  lord,  forbear : 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  lip  is  wet; 
You'll  mar  it  if  you  kifs  it ;  ftain  your  own 
With  oily  painting.     Shall  I  draw  the  curtain? 

Leo.  No,  not  thefe  twenty  years. 

Per,  So  long  could  I 
Stand  by,  a  looker  on. 

P.aul.  Either  forbear, 
Quiet  prefently  the  chapel,  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amazement ;  if  you  can  behold  if, 
1*11  make  the  ftatute  move  indeed,  defcend 
And  take  you  by  the  hand  :  but  then  you'll  think, 
Which  I  proteft  againft,  I  am  aflifted 
By  wicked  powers. 

Leo,  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
I  am  content  to  look  on  ;  what  to  fpeak, 
I  am  content  to  hear  ;  for  'tis  as  eafy 
To  make  her  fpeak  as  move. 

PauL  It  is  requir'd, 
You  do  awake  your  faith  ;     Then  all  ftand  ftill. 
Or  thofe  that  think  it  is*unlawful  bufmefs 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leo,  Proceed ; 
No  foot  fhall  ftir. 

PauL  Mufic,  awake  her;  ftrike  !  [Miiftc, 

'Tis  time  ;  defcend  ;  be  ftone  no  more  :  approach, 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvel.     Come, 
I'l  fill  your  grave  up  :  ftir  ;  nay,  come  away ; 
Bequeath  to  death  your  numbnefs,  for  from,  him 
Dear  life  redeems  you.     You  perceive  fhe  ftirs  ; 

[Hermione  comes  down* 
Start  not ;  her  a£l:ions  fhall  be  holy,  as 
You  hear  my  fpell  is  lawful :  do  not  fhun  her 
Until  you  fee  her  die  again  ;  for  then 
You  kill  her  double.     Nay,  prefent  your  hand  ; 
When  fhe  was  young,  you  woo'd  her ;  now  in  age 
Is  (he  become  the  fuitor. 

Leo.  Oh,  (he's  warm  !  [Emlracifi^  her. 

If  this  be  magic,  let  it  be  an  art 
Lawful  as  eating. 

PoL  She  embraces  him. 
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Cam,  She  hangs  about  his  neck  ; 
If  fhe  pertain  to  life,  let  her  fpeak  too. 

Pol,  Ay,  and  make  it  manifeft  where  fhe  has  liv'd, 
Or  how  ftoPn  from  the  dead  ! 

PauL  That  fhe  is  living, 
"Were  it  but  told  you,  fhould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale  ;  but  it  appears  fhe  lives. 
Though  yet  fhe  fpeak  not.     Mark  a  little  while. 
Pleafe  you  to  interpofe,  fair  madam  ;  kneel, 
And  pray  your  mother's  blefling. — Turn,  good  lady, 
Our  Perdita  is  found. 

{^Prefenting  Perdita,  who  kneels  to  HermionE, 

Her.  You  gods,  look  down, 
And  from  your  facred  vials  pour  your  graces 
Upon  mine  daughter's  head  !     Tell  me,  mine  own. 
Where  hafl  thou  been  preferv'd  ?  where  liv'd  ?  how  found 
Thy  father's  court  ?  for  thoU  fhalt  hear  that  I, 
Knowing  by  Paulina  that  the  oracle 
Gave  hope  thou  wafl  in  being,  have  prcferv'd 
Myfelf  to  fee  the  ifTue. 

PauL  There's  time  enough  for  that ; 
Left  they  defire,  upon  this  pufh,  to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation.     Go  together. 
You  precious  winners  all ;  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one  :  I,  an  old  turtle, 
Will  wing  me  to  fome  wither'd  bough  ;  and  there 
My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again, 
Lament  till  I  am  lofl. 

Leo.   O  peace,  Paulina  ! 
Thou  fhouldft  a  hufband  take  by  my  confent. 
As  I  by  thine  a  wife.     This  is  a  match. 
And  made  between's  by  vows.     Thou  hafl  found  mine^ 
But,  how  is  to  be  queftion'd  ;   for  I  faw  her. 
As  I  thought,  dead ;  and  have  in  vain  faid  many 
A  prayer  upon  her  grave.     V\\  not  feek  far 
(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 
An  honourable  hufband.     Come,  Camillo, 
And  take  her  by  the  hand  ;  whofe  worth  and  honefly 
Is  richly  noted,  and  here  juflify'd 
By  us,  a  pair  of  kings.     Let's  from  this  place. — 
What ! — Look  upon  my  brother  ? — Both  your  pardons 
That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  looks 
My  ill  fufpicion. — This,  your  lon-in-law. 
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And  fon  unto  the  king,  who,  heaven's  dire£ling, 
Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter.— Good  Paulinaj 
Lead  us  from  hence  ;  where  we  may  leifurely 
Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 
Performed  in  this  wide  gap  of  time,  fince  firft 
We  were  dilTever'd.     Haftily  lead  away, 

[Exeunt  omnai 


THE  END^ 
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A    C    T      I. 

SCENE     I.      Jn  open  Place  in  Verona. 

Enter  Valentine  aw^Protheus, 

Valentine, 

CE  A  S  E  to  perfuade,  my  loving  Protheus  ; 
Home-keeping  youth  have  ever  homely  wits : 
Wer*t  not  affedtion  chains  thy  tender  day 
To  the  fweet  glances  of  thy  honour'd  love, 
I  rather  would  intreat  thy  company, 
To  fee  the  wonders  of  the  world  abroad, 
Than,  living  dully  fluggardiz'd  at  home, 
Wear  out  thy  youth  with  fhapelefs  idlenefs. 
But,  fmce  thou  lov'ft,  love  ftill,  and  thrive  therein, 
Even  as  I  would,  when  I  to  love  begin. 

Pro,    Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?     Sweet  Valentine,  adieu ! 
Think  on  thy  Protheus,  when  thou  haply  feeft 
Some  rare  note-worthy  obje6t  in  thy  travel ; 
Wifh  me  partaker  in  thy  happinefs 
When  thou  doft  meet  good  hap  j  and,  in  thy  danger^ 
If  ever  danger  do  environ  thee, 
Commend  thy  grievance  to  my  holy  prayers, 
For  I  will  be  thy  bead's-man,  Valeiitine. 

VaL    And  on  a  love-book  pray  for  my  fuccefs. 

Pro,    Upon  fome  book  I  love,  I'll  pray  for  thee. 

VaL    That's  on  fome  fhallow  ftory  of  deep  love, 
How  young  Leander  crofs'd  the  Hellefpont. 

Pro,    That's  a  deep  ftory  of  a  deeper  love  | 
For  he  was  more  than  over  fhoes  in  love. 

A  a  Val. 
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VaL    *Tis  true ;  for  you  are  over  boots  in  love, 
And  yet  you  never  fwom  the  Hellefpont. 

Pro»    Over  the  boots  !  nay,  give  me  not  the  boots. 

VaL    No,  I  will  not  y  for  it  boots  thee  not* 

Fro,   What? 

Val,    To  be  in  love  where  fcorn  is  bought  with  groans ; 
Coy  looks,  with  heart-fore  fighsj  one  fading  moment^s 

mirth. 
With  twenty  watchful,  weary,  tedious  nights ; 
If  haply  won,  perhaps  a  haplefs  gain ; 
if  loft,  why  then  a  grievous  labour  won; 
How^ever,  but  a  folly  bought  with  wit, 
Or  elfe  a  wit  by  folly  vanquiftied. 

Pro,    So,  by.  your  circumftance,  you  call  me  fool. 

VaL    So,  by  your  circumftance,  I  fear,  you'll  prove. 

Pro.    'Tis  love  you  cavil  at ;  I  am  not  love. 

VaL    Love  is  your  mafter,  for  he  mafters  you  ; 
And  he  that  is  fo  yoked  by  a  fool 
jVlethinks  fhould  not  be  chronicled  for  wife. 

Pro.'   Yet  writers  fay.  As  in  the  fweeteft  bud 
The  eating  canker  dwells,  fo  eating  love 
Inhabits  in  the  fincft  wits  of  all. 

VaL    And  writers  fay,  As  the  m oft  forward  bud 
Is  eaten  by  the  canker  ere  it  blow, 
Even  fo  by  love  the  young  and  tender  wit 
is  turn'd  to  folly;  blafting  in  the  bud, 
Lofmg  his  verdure  even  in  the  prime, 
And  all  th^e  fair  effects  of  future  hopes.     ' 
But  wherefore  wafte  I  time  to  counfel  thee  • 

That  art  a  votary  to  fond  delire  ? 
Once  more  adieu  !    My  father  at  the  road 
Experts  my  coming,  there  to  fee  me  fhipp'd. 

pro.    And  thither  will  I  bring  thee,  Valentine. 

VaL    Sweet  Protheus,  no  ;  now  let  us  take  our  leave* 
At  Milan  let  me  hear  from  thee  by  letters. 
Of  thy  fuccefs  in  love,  and  what  news  elfe 
Betideth  here  in  abfence  of  thy  friend ; 
And  I  likewife  will  vifit  thee  with  mine. 

Pro,    All  happinefs  bechance  to  thee  in  Milan  ? 

/'W.    As  much  to  you  at  home  3  andfo  farewell !    [Exit, 

Pr9. 
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Pro,    He  after  honour  hunts,  I  after  love  \ 
He  leaves  his  friends  to  dignify  them  more; 
I  leave  myfelf,  my  friends,  and  all  for  love. 
Thou,  Julia,  thou  haft  metamorphos'd  me; 
Made  me  neglecTt  my  ftudies,  lofe  my  time. 
War  with  good  counfel,  fet  the  world  at  nought ; 
Made  wit  with  mufmg  weak,  heart  fick  with  thought. 

Enter  Speed. 

Speed,    Sir  Protheus,  fave  you  !  Saw  you  my  mafter  ? 
'  Pro.    But  now  he  parted  hence  to  embark  for  Milan. 

Speed.  Twenty  to  one  then  he  is  fhipp'd  already  j 
And  I  have  play'd  the  fheep  in  lofing  him. 

Pro.    Indeed,  a  fheep  doth  very  often  ftray, 
An  if  the  fhepherd  be  a  while  away. 

Speed.  You  conclude  that  my  mafter  is  a  fhepherd  then, 
and  I  a  fheep  ? 

Pro.     I  do. 

Speed.  Why  then  my  horns  are  his  horns,  whether  I 
wake  or  ileep. 

Pro.     A  filly  anfwer,  and  fitting  well  a  fheep. 

Speest.  This  proves  me  ftill  a  fheep. 

Pro.     True  ;  and  thy  mafter  a  fhepherd. 

Speed.  Nay,  that  I  can  deny  by  a  circumftance. 

Pi'o.     It  (hall  go  hard  but  I'll  prove  it  by  another. 

Speed.  The  fhepherd  feeks  the  fheep,  and  not  the  fheep 
the  fhepherd  ;  but  I  feek  my  mafter,  and  my  mafter  feeks 
not  me ;  therefore  I  am  no  fheep. 

Pro.  The  fheep  for  fodder  follows  the  fhepherd,  the 
fhepherd  for  the  food  foUovv-s  not  the  fheep;  thou  for 
wages  followeft  thy  mafter,  thy  mafter  for  wages  foUoweft 
not  thee  ;  therefore  thou  art  a  fheep. 

Speed.     Such  another  proof  v,  ill  make  me  cry  baa. 

Pro.  But  doft  thou  hear  ?  gav'ft  thou  my  letter  to  Julia  ? 

Speed.  Ay,  fir ;  I,  a  loft  mutton,  gave  your  letter  to  her, 
a  lac'd  mutton ;  and  fhe,  a  lac'd  mutton,  gave  me,  a  loft 
mutton,  nothing  for  my  labour. 

Pro.  Here's  too  fmall  a  pafture  for  fuch  a  ftore  of 
muttons. 

Speed.  If  the  ground  be  overcharged,  you  were  befl 
ftick  her. 

B  3  Pro. 


6  TWO    GENTLEMEN   OF   VERONA. 

Pro*  Nay,  in  that  you  are  a  flrayj  'twere  bell  pound 
you. 

Speed.  Nay,  fir,  lefs  than  a  pound  fhall  ferve  me  for 
carrying  your  letter. 

Pro.    You  miftake ;  I  mean  the  pound,  a  pinfold. 

Speed.  From  a  pound  to  a  pin  ?  fold  it  over  and  over, 
'Tis  threefold  too  little  for  carrying  a  letter  to  your  lover. 

Pro.    But  what  faid  fhe  ?  didfhenod?       [Speed  «i?<:/^. 

Speed.    I. 

Pro.     Nod,  I  ?  why  that's  noddy. 

Speed.  You  miftook,  fir  ;  I  faid  fhe  did  nod  j  and  you 
afk  me  if  fhe  did  nod ;  and  I  faid  I. 

Pro.     And  that  fet  together  is  — noddy. 

Speed.  Now  you  have  taken  the  pains  to  fet  it  together, 
take  it  for  your  pains. 

Pro.     No,  no,  you  fhall  have  it  for  bearing  the  letter. 

Speed.  Well,  I  perceive  I  mufl  be  fain  to  bear  with 
you. 

Pro.     Why,  fir,  how  do  you  bear  with  me  ? 

Speed.  Marry,  fir,  the,  letter  very  orderly  j  having  no* 
thing  but  the  word  noddy  for  my  pains. 

Pro.     Befhrew  m.e  but  you  have  a  quick  wit. 

Speed.  And  yet  it  cannot  overtake  your  flow  purfe. 

Pro.     Come,  come,  open  the  matter  in  brief: 
XVhat  faid  fhe  ? 

Speed.  Open  your  purfe,  that  the  money  and  the  matter 
may  be  both  at  once  deliver'd. 

Fro.     Well,  fir,  here  is  for  your  pains  :  What  faid  fhe? 

Speed,  Trul^^,  fir,  I  think  you'll  hardly  win  her. 

Pro.     Why?  Could'fl  thou  perceive  fo  much  from  her? 

Speed.  Sir,  I  could  perceive  nothing  at  all  from  her  ;  no, 
not  fo  much  as  a  ducket  for  delivering  your  letter ;  and 
being  fo  hard  to  me  that  brought  your  mind,  I  fear  fhe'U 
prove  as  hard  to  you  in  telling  her  mind.  Give  her  no 
token  but  flones,  for  (lie's  as  hard  as  fteel. 

Pro.     What !  faid  fhe  nothing  ? 

Speed.  No,  not  fo  much  as — take  this  for  thy  pains.  To 
teflify  your  bounty,  I  thank  you,  you  have  teflern'd  me ; 
in  requitsl  whereof  henceforth  carry  your  letters  yourfelfj 
and  fo,  hr,  I'll  commend  you  to  my  mafler. 

fro. 
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Pro,    Go,  go,  be  gone  to  fave  your  fhip  from  wreck^ 
Which  cannot  perifh,  having  thee  aboard, 
Being  deftln'd  to  a  drier  death  on  fhore:— 
I  mult  go  fend  fome  better  mellenger ; 
I  fear  my  Julia  would  not  deign  my  lines. 
Receiving  them  from  fuch  a  worthlefs  poft. 

[  Exeunt  feverally. 


SCENE   II.     Changes  to  Julians  Chamber.  Enter  Julia 
and  LucETTA. 

JuL    But  fay,  Lucetta,  now  we  are  alone, 
Would'ft  thou  then  counfel  me  to  fall  in  love  ? 

Luc.    Ay,  madam ;  fo  you  ftumble  not  unheedfully. 

Jul.    Of  all  the  fair  refbrt  of  gentlemen, 
That  every  day  with  parle  encounter  me. 
In  thy  opinion  which  is  worthieft  love? 

yuL    Pleafe  you  repeat  their  names,  I'll  fhew  my  mind 
According  to  my  fhallow  fmiple  fkill. 

Jul.    What  think'ft  thou  of  the  fair  Sir  Eglamour  I 

Luc.    As  of  a  knight  well  fpoken,  neat  and  fine  ; 
But,  were  I  you,  he  never  fhould  be  mine. 

Jul.    What  think'ft  thou  of  the  rich  Mercatio  ? 

Luc.    Well  of  his  wealth;  but  of  himfelf,  fo,  (o. 

Jul.    What  think'ft  thou  of  the  gentle  Protheus  ? 

Luc.    Lord,  lord!  to  fee  what  folly  reigns  in  us! 

Jul.    How  now  !  what  means  this  pafTion  at  his  name? 

Luc.    Pardon,  dear  madam ;   'tis  a  pailing  fliame 
That  I,  unworthy  body  as  I  am, 
Should  cenfure  thus  on  lovely  gentlemen. 

Jul.    Why  not  on  Protheus  as  of  all  the  reft  ? 

Luc.    Then  thus — of  many  good,  I  think  him  beft. 

Jul.    Your  reafon? 

Luc.    I  have  no  other  but  a  woman's  reafon ; 
I  think  him  fo,  becaufe  I  think  him  fo. 

Jul.    And  would'ft  thou  have  me  caft  my  love  on  him  ? 

Luc,    Ay,  if  you  thought  your  love  not  caft  away. 

Jul.    Why,  he  of  all  the  reft  hath  never  mov'd  me. 

Luc.    Yet  he  of  all  the  reft  I  think  beft  loves  ye. 

Jul.     His  little  fpeaking  ftiews  his  love  but  fmaJl. 

Luc.    Fire,  that  is  clofeft  kept,  burns  moft  of  all. 

7  Jul. 
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Jul.    They  do  not  love  that  do  not  fhew  their  love.' 

Luc.    Oh  \  they  love  leaft  that  let  men  know  their  love' 

Jul,    I  would  I  knev/  his  mind. 

Luc,    Perufe  this  paper,  madam. 

Jul.    To  Julia — Say,  from  u'hom  ? 

Luc,    That  the  contents  will  fliew. 

Jul,     Say,  fay  •,  who  gave  it  thee  ? 

Luc.    Sir  Valentine's  page ;    and  Tent,  I  think,  from 
Protheus : 
He  would  have  given  it  you,  but  I,  being  in  the  way, 
Did  in  your  name  receive  it ;  pardon  the  fault,  I  pray, 

Jul,    Now,  by  my  m.odefty,  a  goodly  broker  ! 
Dare  you  prefume  to  harbour  wanton  lines  ? 
To  whifper  and  confpire  againft  my  youth  ? 
Now,  truft  me,  'tis  an  office  of  great  virorth, 
And  you  an  officer  fit  for  the  place. 
There,  take  the  paper,  fee  it  be  return'd ; 
Or  ^\^  return  no  more  into  my  fight. 

Luc.    To  plead  for  love  deferves  more  fee  than  hate. 

Jid.    Will  ye  be  gone  ? 

Luc,    That  you  may  ruminate.  \Exit^ 

Jul,    And  yet  I  u^ould  I  had  o'erlook'd  the  letter. 
It  were  a  fhame  to  call  her  back  again, 
And  pray  her  to  a  fault  for  which  I  chid  her. 
What  fool  is  fhe,  that  knows  I  am  a  maid. 
And  would  not  force  the  letter  to  my  view  ? 
Since  maids,  in  modefty,  fay  No  to  that 
Which  they  would  have  the  profferer  conftrue  y^. 
Fie,  lie !  how  wayward  is  this  foolidi  love. 
That,  like  a  tefty  babe,  will  fcratch  the  nurfe. 
And  prefently,  all  humbled,  kifs  the  rod! 
How  churliihly  I  chid  Lucetta  hence. 
When  willingly  I  would  have  had  her  here  ! 
How  angrily  I  taught  my  brow  to  frown. 
When  inward  joy  enforc'd  my  heart  to  fmile  \ 
My  penance  is  to  call  Lucetta  back. 

And  afk  remiffion  for  my  folly  paft  : ^ 

W^hat  ho  1  Lucetta  ! 

Re-enter  Lucetta, 

Luc,    What  would  your  ladyfliip  ? 

7«/.    Is  it  near  dinner-time  \ 
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L&c.  I  would  it  were  ; 
That  you  might  kill  your  ftomach  on  your  meat^ 
And  not  upon  your  maid. 

Jul.  What  is't  that  you 
Took  up  To  gingerly  ? 

Luc,  Nothing. 

Jul.  Why  didft  thou  ftoop  then  ? 

Luc.  To  take  a  paper  up  that  I  let  fall. 

y«/.  And  is  that  paper^nothing  ? 

Xuc,  Nothing  concerning  me. 

yui.  Then  let  it  lie  for  thofe  that  it  concerns, 

LuCi-  Madam,  it  will  not  lie  where  it  concerns, 
Unlefs  It  have  a  falie  interpreter. 

yul.  Some  love  of  yours  hath  writ  to  you  in  rhimc* 

Luc.  That  I  might  fmg  it,  madam,  to  a  tune : 
Give  me  a  note  ;  your  ladyfhip  can  kt» 

Jul.  As  little  by  fuch  toys  as  may  be  poflible; 
Beft  fmg  it  to  the  tune  of  Light  o'  love, 

Luc.  It  is  too  heavy  for  fo  light  a  tune. 

Jul,  Heavy !  belike  it  hath  fome  burden  then. 

Luc,  Ay  J  and  melodious  were  it,  would  you  fmg  It, 

yui.  And  why  not  you  ? 

Luc.  I  cannot  reach  fo  high. 

yui.  Let's  fee  your  fong  : — How  now,  minion  ? 

Luc,  Keep  tune  there  ftill,  fo  you  will  fing  it  out: 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  do  not  like  this  tune. 

yuL  You  do  not? 

Luc,  No,  madam,  it  is  too  fharp. 

yui.  You,  minion,  are  too  faucy. 

Luc,  Nay,  now  you  are  too  ilat, 
And  mar  the  concord  with  too  harfh  a  defcant: 
There  wantet];  but  a  mean  to  fill  your  fong. 

yuli  The  mean  is  drown 'd  with  your  unruly  bafe, 

Luc,  Indeed,  I  bid  the  bafe  for  Protheus. 

yul.  This  babble  fiiall  not  henceforth  trouble  me. 
Here  is  a  coil  v.  ith  proteftation  ! —  [Tsars  it. 

Go,  get  you  gone ;  and  let  the  papers  lie  : 
You  woUid  be  fingering  them,  to  anger  me. 

Luc,    She   makes  it  ftrange ;    but  ihe  would  be  beft 
pleas'd 
To  be  ^o  anger'd  with  another  letter.  [Exit. 

yni. 
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yul.  Nay,  would  I  were  fo  anger'd  with  the  fame  l. 
Oh  hateful  hands,  to  tear  fuch  loving  words ! 
Injurious  wafps,  to  feed  on  fuch  fweet  honey. 
And  kill  the  bees  that  yield  it,  with  your  flings  ! 
I'll  kifs  each  feveral  paper  for  amends. 
Look,  here  is  writ — kind  Julia ; — unkind  Julia! 
As  in  revenge  of  thy  ingratitude, 
I  throw  thy  name  againft  the  bruifmg  ftoncs. 
Trampling  contemptuoufly  on  thy  difdain. 
Look,  here  is  writ — love-wounded  Protheus  :  — 
Poor  wounded  name  !   my  bofom,  as  a  bed, 
Shall  lodge  thee,  till  thy  wound  be  throughly  heal'd  5 
And  thus  I  fearch  it  with  a  fovereign  kifs. 
But  twice  or  thrice  was  Protheus  written  down  : 
Be  calm,  good  wind,  blownot,a  word  away, 
Till  I  have  found  each  letter  in  the  letter. 
Except  mine  own  name;  that  fome  whirlwind  bear 
Unto  a  ragged,  fearful-hanging  rock. 
And  throw  it  thence  into  the  raging  fea  ! 
Lo,  here  in  one  line  is  his  name  twice  writ— * 
Poor  forlorn  Protheus,  pajfionats  Protheus, 
To  the  fweet  Julia ; — that  I'll  tear  away  ; 
And  yet  I  will  not,  fith  fo  prettily 
He  couples  it  to  his  complaining  names  : 
Thus  will  I  fold  them  one  upon  another  ; 
Now  kifs,  embrace,  contend,  do  what  you  will. 

Re-enter  Lucetta. 

Liic,  Madam,  dinner's  ready,  and  your  father  ftays. 

Jul  Well,  let  us  go. 

Luc.  What,  fhall  thefe  papers  lie  like  tell-tales  here  I 

Jul.  If  thou  refpeit  them,  belt  to  take  them  up. 

Luc.  Nay,  I  was  taken  up  for  laying  them  down  : 
Yet  here  they  fnall  not  lie  for  catching  cold. 

Jul.  I  fee  you  have  a  month's  mind  to  them, 

Luc,  Ay,  madam,  you  may  fay  what  fights  you  fee ; 
I  fee  things  too,  although  you  judge  I  wink. 

Jul,  Come,  come,  will 't  pleafe  you  go  ?  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  III.     Anthonio's  Hotifi. 

Enter  Anthonio  ^WPanthino. 

A}it.  Tell  me,  Panthino,  what  fad  talk  was  that 
Wherewith  my  brother  held  you  in  the  cloifter  ? 
Pant,  'Tv/as  of  his  nephew  Protheus,  your  Ton. 

Jnt.  Why,  what  of  him  ? 

Pant.  He  wonder'd  that  your  lordfliip 
Would  fuiTer  him  to  fpend  his  youth  at  home  ; 
While  other  men,  of  (lender  reputation. 
Put  forth  their  fons  to  feek  preferment  out : 
Some  to  the  Vv^ars,  to  try  their  fortune  there; 
Some,  to  difcover  iflands  far  away ; 
Some,  to  the  ftudious  univerfities. 
For  any,  or  for  all  thefe  exercifes. 
He  faid  that  Protheus,  your  fon,  was  meet ; 
And  did  requefl  me,  to  importune  you 
To  let  him  fpend  his  time  no  more  at  home, 
Which  would  be  great  impeachment  to  his  age. 
In  having  known  no  travel  in  his  youth. 

Ant,  Nor  need'ft  thou  much  importune  me  to  that 
Whereon  this  month  I  have  been  hammering. 
I  have  confider'd  well  his  lofs  of  time  ; 
And  how  he  cannot  be  a  perfect  man, 
Not  being  try'd,  and  tutor'd  in  the  world: 
Experience  is  by  induftry  achiev'd, 
And  perfected  by  the  fwift  courfe  of  time  : 
Then,  tell  me,  whither  were  I  beft  to  fend  him  ? 

Pant.  I  think  your  lordfhip  is  not  ignorant. 
How  his  companion,  youthful  Valentine, 
Attends  the  emperor  in  his  royal  court. 

Jnt,  I  know  it  well. 

Pant,    'Twere    good  I  think  your  lordihip   fent  hln> 
thither : 
There  fhall  he  pra<Slife  tilts  and  tournaments, 
Hearfweet  difcourfe,  converfe  with  noblemen  | 
And  be  in  eye  of  every  exercife 
Worthy  his  youth  and  noblenefs  of  birth. 

Jnt,  I  like  thy  counfel  -,  well  haft  thou  advisM: 
And,  that  thou  may'ft  perceive  how  well  I  like  it. 

The 
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The  execution  of  it  fhall  make  known ; 

Even  with  the  fpeedieft  expedition 

I  will  difpatch  him  to  the  emperor*s  court. 

Pant.  To-morrow,  may  it  pleafe  you,  Don  Alphonfo, 
With  other  gentlemen  of  good  efteem, 
Are  journeying  to  falute  the  emperor,  ^ 
And  to  commend  their  fervice  to  his  will. 

Jnt.  Good  company  ;  with  them  fhall  Protheus  go ; 
And,  in  good  time — now  will  we  break  with  him. 

Enter  Protheus. 

Pro.  Sweet  love  !  fweet  lines  !  fweet  life  \ 
Here  is  her  hand,  the  agent  of  her  heart ; 
Here  is  her  oath  for  love,  her  honour's  pawn : 
Oh  !  that  our  fathers  would  applaud  our  loves, 
To  feal  our  happiiiefs  with  their  confents  ! 
Oh  heavenly  Julia  1 

Jnt.  Hov/  now  ?  what  letter  are  you  reading  there  ? 

Pro.  May't  pleafe  your  lordfliip,  'tis  a  word  or  two 
Of  commendation  fent  from  Valentine, 
Deliver'd  by  a  friend  that  came  from  him. 

Jnt.-  Lend  me  the  letter  ;  let  me  fee  what  news. 

Pro.  There  is  no  nev/s,  my  lord  ;  but  that  he  writes , 
How  happily  he  lives,  hov/  v/ell  belov'd. 
And  daily  graced  by  the  emperor  ; 
Wilhing  me  with  him,  partner  of  his  fortune, 

Jnt.  And  how  ftand  you  affected  to  his  wifii : 

Pro.  As  one  relying  on  your  lordfhip's  will. 
And  not  depending  on  his  friendly  wifli. 

Jnt.  My  will  is  fomething  forted  with  his  wifli : 
Mufe  not  that  I  thus  fuddejily  proceed  ; 
For  what  I  will,  I  will,  and  there  an  end. 
I  am  refolv'd  that  thou,  flialt  fpend  fome  time 
With  Valentine  in  the  emperor's  court ; 
What  maintenance  he  from  his  friends  receives, 
Like  exhibition  thou  fhait  have  from  me. 
To-morrow  be  in  readinefs  to  go  : 
Excufe  it  not,  for  I  am  peremptory. 

Pro.  My  lord,  I  cannot  be  fo  foon  provided ; 
Pleafe  you,  deliberate  a  day  or  two. 

Jnt.  Look,  what  thou  want'ft  fliall  be  fent  after  thee : 

No 
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No  more  of  ftay ;  to-morrow  thou  muvv  go.— 

Come  on,  Panthino ;  you  fhall  be  employ'd 

To  haften  on  his  expedition.  [Ex.  Ant.  and  Pant. 

Pro,  Thus  have  I  fhunn'd  the  fire,  for  fear  of  burning  ; 
And  drench'd  me  in  the  fea,  where  I  am  drowned  : 
I  fear'd  to  fhew  my  father  Julia's  letter, 
Left  he  fhould  take  exceptions  to  my  love  y 
And  with  the  vantage  of  mine  own  excufe 
Hath  he  excepted  moft  againft  my  love. 
Oh,  how  this  fpring  of  love  refembleth 

The  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day; 
Which  now  fhews  all  the  beauty  of  the  fun, 
.    And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away  ! 

Re-enter  PanthinO. 

Pant.  Sir  Protheus,  your  father  calls  for  you ; 
He  is  in  hafte,  therefore,  I  pray  you,  go. 

Pro.  Why,  this  it  is  !  my  heart  accords  thereto ; 
And  yet  a  thoufand  times  it  anfwers,  No.  [Exeunt, 


ACT      II. 

S  C  E  N  E  I.     Changes  to  Milan. 
An  Jpartment  in  the  Duke's  Palace.     Enter  VALENTINE 
and  Speed. 

Speed, 

SI  R,  your  glove. 
Fal.  Not  mine  ;  my  gloves  are  on. 
Speed,  Why  then  this  may  be  your's;  for  this  Is  but 

one. 
Val,  Ha  !  let  me  fee  :  ay,  give  it  me,  it's  mine:— 
Sweet  ornament,  that  decks  a  thing  divine  ! 
Ah,  Silvia  !   Silvia  I 

Speed.  Madam  Silvia!  n-adam  fiilvia! 

Vai,  How  now,  firrah  ? 

Speed.  She  is  not  within  hearing,  fir. 

VaL  Why,  fir,  who  bad  you  call  her? 

Speed,  Your  worfhip,  fir,  or  elfe  I  miftook. 

Val.  Well,  you'll  ft  HI  be  too  forward. 

Spe$4i,  And  yet  I  was  laft  chidden  for  being  too  flow. 
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VaL  Go  to,  fir ;  tell  me,  do  you  know  madam  Silvia  I 

Speed.  She  that  your  worftiip  loves  ? 

VaL  Why,  how  know  you  that  I  am  in  love? 

Speed,  Marry,  by  ihefe  fpecial  marks  :  Firft,  you  hav,e 
leain'd,  like  Sir  Protheus,  to  v/reath  your  arms  like  a  male- 
content ;  to  relifli  a  love  fong,  like  a  Robin- red-br'eaft ; 
to  walk  alone,  like  one  that  had  the  peftilence;  to  figh,  like 
a  fchool-boy  that  had  loft  his  A.  B.  C  ;  to  Weep,  like  a 
young  wench  that  had  buried  her  grandam  ;  to  faft,  like 
one  that  takes  diet  j  to  watch,  like  one  that  fears  robbing  i 
to  fpeak  puling,  like  a  beggar  at  Hallowmas.  You  were 
wont,  when  you  laugh'd,  to  crow  like  a  cock  ;  when  you 
wdk'd,  to  walk  like  one  of  the  lions  -,  when  you  fafted,  it 
was  prefently  after  dinner  ;  when  you  look'd  fadly,  it  was 
Cor  want  of  money  :  and  now  you  are  metamorphos'd  with 
H  miftrefs,  that,  when  I  look  on  you,  I  can  hardly  think  yo\i 
my  m after. 

FaL  Are  all  thefe  things  percelv'd  in  me? 

Speed,  They  are  ail  perceiv'd  without  ye. 

VuL  Without  me  ?  they  cannot. 

Speed,  Without  you  ?  nay,  that's  certain ;  for,  without 
you  were  fo  fimple,  none  elfe  would :  but  you  are  fo  with- 
out thefe  follies,  that  thefe  follies  are  within  you,  and  fhine 
through  you  like  the  water  in  an  urinal,  that  not  an  eye  that 
lees  you  but  is  a  phyfician  to  comment  on  your  malady. 

Fhl,  But,  tell  me,  do'ft  thou  know  my  lady  Silvia? 

Speed,  She  that  you  gaze  on  fo  as  flie  fits  at  fupper? 

Val.  Haft  thou  obferv'd  that  ?  even  fhe  I  mean. 

Speed,  Why,  fir,  I  know  her  not. 

P^al.  Doft  thou  know  her  by  my  gazing  on  her,  and  yet 
know 'ft  her  not? 

Speed,  Is  ftie  not  hard  favoured,  fir  ? 

Val,  Not  fo  fair,  boy,  as  well -favoured. 

Speed,  Sir.  I  know  that  well  enough. 

Val,  What  doft  thou  know  ? 

Speed,  That  ftie  is  not  fo  fair,  as  (of  you)  well-favour'd. 

VaL  I  mean  that  her  beauty  is  exquiflte,  but  her  favour 
infinite. 

Speed,  That's  becaufc  the  one  is  painted^  and  the  other 
out  of  all  count. 

Val. 
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Vah  How  painted  ?  aixl  how  out  of  count  ? 

Speeds  Marry,  £ir<i  fo  painted,  to  make  her  fair,  that  no 
man  counts  of  her  beauty. 

FaL  How  efteem'ft  thou  me  ?  I  account  of  her  beauty. 

Speed,  You  never  faw  her  fmce  fhe  was  deformM, 

Val.  How  long  hath  fhe  been  deform'd  ? 

Speed.  Ever  fince  you'  lov*d  her. 

FmL  I  have  lov*d  her  ever  fmce  I  faw  her ;  and  ftill  I  fee 
her  beautiful. 

Speed.  If  you  love  her,  you  cannot  fe.e  her. 

VaL  Why? 

Speed,  Becaufe  love  is  blind.  O,  that  you  had  mine 
eyes ;  or  your  own  eyes  had  the  lights  they  were  wont  to 
have  when  you  chid  at  Sir  Protheus  for  going  ungarter'd  \ 

Val  What  ihould  1  fee  then  ? 

Speed,  Your  own  prefent  folly,  and  her  pafliug  defor- 
mity :  for  he,  being  in  love,  could  not  fee  to  garter  his 
hofe ;  and  you,  being  in  love,  cannot  fee  to  put  on  your 
hofe. 

Val.  Belike,  boy,  then  you  are  in  love  >  for  laft  morning 
you  could  not  fee  to  wipe  my  fhoes. 

Speed,  True,  fir  \  I  was  in  love  with  my  bed :  I  thank 
you,  you  fwing'd  me  for  my  love,  which  makes  me  the 
bolder  to  chide  you  for  your's. 

Val.  In  conclufion,  I  ftand  afFe£led  to  her. 

Speed,  I  would  you  were  fet,  fo  your  afted:ion  would 
ceafe. 

VaL  Laft  night  fhe  enjoin'd  me  to  write  fome  lines  to 
©ne  fhe  loves. 

Speed,  And  have  you  ? 

Val,  I  have. 

Speed,  Are  they  not  lamely  writ  ? 

Val.  No,  boy,  but  as  Avell  as  I  can  do  them  :— 
Peace,  here  fhe  comes, 

-E;7/<?r  Silvia. 
Speed,    Oh,  excellent  motion  !  Oh,  exceeding  puppet  \ 
now  will  he  interpret  to  her. 

Val,  Madam  and  miftrefs,  a  thoufand  good-morrows. 
Speed,  Oh  !    'give  ye  good  even !   here's  a  million  of 
manners. 

B  2  SlU 
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SiL  Sir  Valentine  and  fervant,  to  you  two  thoufand. 

Speed,   He  fhould  give  her  intereft;  and  fhe  gives  it 
him. 

Fal.  As  you  enjoin'd  me,  I  have  writ  your  letter 
Unto  the  fecret  namelefs  friend  of  your's  ; 
Which  I  w^as  much  unwilling  to  proceed  in, 
But  for  my  duty  to  your  ladyfhip. 

SiL  I  thank  you,  gentle  fervant :  'tis  very  clerkly  done. 

Fa/»  Now  truft  me,  madam,  it  came  hardly  ofFs 
For,  being  ignorant  to  whom  it  goes, 
I  writ  at  random  very  doubtfully. 

Sii.  Perchance  you  think  too  much  of  fo  much  pains  ? 

Faii  No,  madam  ;  {o  it  ftead  you,  I  will  write, 
Pleafe  you  command,  a  thoufand  times  as  much : 
And  yet — 

Si/.  A  pretty  period  !  Well,  I  guefs  the  fequel ; 
And  yet  I  will  not  name  it: — and  yet  I  care  not  ;---• 
And  yet  take  this  again  ; — and  yet  I  thank  you  ; 
Meaning  henceforth  to  trouble  you  no  more. 

Speed.  And  yet  you  will ;  and  yet  another  yet.     [Aftde. 

Vol,  What  means  your  ladyfhip  ?  do  you  not  like  it  ? 

SiL  Yesj  yes !  the  lines  are  very  quaintly  writ : 
But  fmce  unwillingly,  take  them  again  j 
Nay,  take  them. 

yaL  Madam j  they  are  for  you. 

SiL  Ay,  ay  ;  you  writ  them,  fir,  at  my  requeft  ; 
But  I  will  none  of  them  ;  they  are  for  you  : 
I  would  have  had  them  writ  more  movingly. 

VaL  Pleafe  you,  I'll  write  your  ladyfliip  another. 

iS/7.  And  when  its  writ,  for  my  fake  read  it  over : 
And,  if  it  pleafe  you,  fo  ;  if  not,  why,  fo. 

VaL  If  it  pleafe  me,  madam  ?  what  then  ? 

SiL  Why,  if  it  pleafe  you,  take  it  for  your  labour ; 
And  fo  good-morrow,  fervant.  [Exit. 

Speed.  O  jeft  unfeen,  Infcrutable,  invifible, 
.As  a  nofe  on  a  man's  face,  or  a  weathercock  on  a  fteeple  ! 
My  mafter  fues  to  her,  and  fhe  hath  taught  her  fuitor, 
He  being  her  pupil,  to  become  her  tutor. 
O,  excellent  device  !  was  there  ever  heard  abetter  ? 
'X'hat  my  mafter,  being  the  fcribe,  to  himfelf  fhould  write 
the  letter  ? 

FaL 
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FaL  :How  now,  fir?  what  are  youreafoning  with  your- 

felf? 

Speech.  Nay,  I  was  rhiming  ;  'tis  you  that  have  the 
reafon. 

Fa/.  To  do  what  ? 

iifeed.  To  be  a  fpokefLnan  from  madam  Silvia. 

fal.  To  whom  ; 

Speed.  To  yourfelf :  why,  (he  wooes  you  by  a  figure, 

Fai.  What' figure  ? 

Speed.  By  a- letter,  I  ihould  fay. 

Fal.  Why,  fhe  hath  not  writ  to  me  ? 

Speed.  What  need  Ihe,  when  (he  made  you  write  to 
yourfelf?  Why,  do  you  not  perceive  the  jeft  ? 

Fal,  No,  believe  me. 

Speed.  No  believing  you  indeed,  fir :  But  did  you  per- 
ceive her  earneft? 

Fal.  She  gave  me  none,  except  an  angry  word. 

Speed.  Why,  fhe  hath  given  you  a  letter. 

Fal.  That's  the  letter  1  writ  to  her  friend. 

Speed.  And  that  letter  hath  fhe  deliver'd,  and  there  an 
end. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  no  worfe. 

Speed.  I'll  warrant  you  'tis  as  well : 
For  often  you  have  writ  to  her-,  and  Jhe  in  modejly^ 
Or  elfe  for  want  of  idle  tiine-^  could  not  again  reply  ; 
Or  feari?ig  elfe  fome  meffenger^  that  might  her  mind  difcover^ 
Herfelf  hath  taught  her  love  hiinfelfto  ivrite  unto  her  loVer,-~- 
All  this  I  fpeak  in  print ;  for  in  print  I  found  it.—- 
Why  mufe  you,  fir  ?  'tis  dinr^er  time. 

Fal,  I  have  din'd. 

Speed.  Ay,  but  hearken,  fir  :  though  the  cameleon  love 
pan  feed  on  the  air,  I  am  one  that  am  nourifh'd  by  my 
vidtuals,  and  would  fain  have  meat:  oh,  be  not  like  your 
miflrefs  ! — be  moved  !  be  moved  !  \^Exeunt., 

SCENE    II.     Julia'j  Houfe  at  Ferona, 

Enter  Protheus  and  Julia, 

Pro.  Have  patience,  gentle  Julia. 
Jul.  I  mufl,  where  is  no  remedy. 
Fro.  When  pofiibly  I  can,  I  will  return. 

B3  JuU 
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Jul.  If  you  turn  not,  you  will  return  the  fooner : 
Keep  this  remembrance  for  thy  Julia's  fake. 

{Giving  a  Ring* 
Pro.  Why  then  we'll  make  exchange  j  here,  take  you 

this. 

yuL  And  feal  the  bargain  with  a  holy  kifs. 

Pi'o.  Here  is  my  hand  for  my  true  conftancyj 
And  when  that  hour  o'er-flips  me  in  the  day 
Wherein  I  figh  not,  Julia,  for  thy  fake, 
The  next  enfuing  hour  fome  foul  mifchance 
Torment  me  for  my  love's  forgetfiilnefs  ! 
My  father  flays  my  coming  ;  anfwer  not ; 
That  tide  is  now:  nay,  not  thy  tide  of  tears ; 
The  tide  will  ftay  me  longer  than  I  ihould  :  [Exit  Jvlia^ 
Julia,  farewel. — What !  gone  without  a  word  ? 
Ay,  fo  true  love  fliould  do  :  it  cannot  fpeak  5 
For  truth  hath  better  deeds  than  words  to  grace  it. 

Enter  Panthino. 

Pan,  Sir  Protheus,  you  are  ftaid  for. 
Pro.     Go  ;  I  come,  I  come : — 
Alas  !  this  parting  ftrikes  poor  lovers  dumb.         "[Exeunt, 

SCENE     III.        j^  Street. 

Enter  Launce,  leading  a  Dog. 

Laun.  Nay,  'twill  be  this  hour  ere  I  have  done  weep- 
ing ;  all  the  kind  of  the  Launces  have  this  very  fault :  I 
have  receiv'd  my  proportion,  like  the  prodigious  fon,  and 
am  going  with  Sir  Protheus  to  the  imperial's  court.  I 
think  Crab  my  dog  be  the  foureft  natur'd  dog  that  lives  : 
my  mother  weeping,  my  father  wailing,  my  fifter  crying, 
our  maid  howling,  our  cat  wringing  her  hands,  and  all  our 
houfe  in  a  great  perplexity,  yet  did  not  this  cruel-hearted  cur 
fhed  one  tear :  he  is  a  ftone,  a  very  pebble-ftone,  and  has 
no  more  pity  in  him  than  a  dog :  a  Jew  would  have  wept 
to  have  feen  our  parting  ;  why,  my  grandam  having  no 
eyes,  look  you,  wept  herfelf  blind  at  my  parting.  Nay, 
I'll  fhew  you  the  manner  of  it :  This  fhoe  is  my  father  ; — 
no,  this  left  fhoe  is  my  father ;— no,  no,  this  left  fhoe  is 
my  mother  i — ^nay,  that  cajinot  be  fo  neither  j— yes,  it  is 

fo, 
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To,  it  is  fo ;  it  hath  the  worfer  fole :  this  fhoCj  with  the 
hole  in  it,  is  my  mother,  and  this  my  father  ;•  a  vengeance 
on't !  there  'tis  ;  now,  fir,  this  ftaft'  is  my  lifter;  for,  look: 
you,  (he  is  as  white  as  a  lily,  and  as  fmall  as  a  wand  :  this 
hat  is  Nan,  our  maid  ;  I  am  the  dog:— no,  the  dog  is  him- 
felf,  and  I  am  the  dog — oh,  the  dog  is  me,  and  1  am  my- 
felf;  ay,  fo,  fo.  Now  come  I  to  my  father;  Father^  ymr 
bleffing  \  now  fhould  not  the  fiide  fpeak  a  word  for  weep- 
ing ;  now  fhould  I  kifs  my  father ;  well,  he  weeps  oil : 
now  come  I  to  my  mothe;-;--roh !  that  fhe  could  fpeak  now 
like  a  wood  woman  ! — well,  I  kifs  her  ; — why  there  'tis  ; 
here's  my  mother's  breath  up  and  down  :  now  come  I  to 
my  fifter ;  mark  the  moan  flie  rhakes :  now  the  dog  all 
this  while  ftieds  not  a  tear,  nor  fpeaks  a  word  \  but  fee 
how  I  lay  the  duft  with  my  tears. 

Enter  Pant  Hi  no. 

Tan,  Launce,  away,  away,  aboard ;  thy  mafter  is  fhipp'd, 
and  thou  art  to  poft  after  witrh  oars.  What's  the  matter  I 
why  weep'ft  thou,  man?  Away,  afe  ;  you  will  lofe  the  tide 
if  you  tarry  any  longer. 

Laun.  It  is  no  matter  if  the  ty'd  were  loft ;  for  it  is  the 
unkindeft  ty'd  that  ever  any  man  ty'd. 

Fan,     What's  the  unkindeft  tide  ? 

Laun,    Why,  he  that's  ty'd  here ;  Crab,  my  dog. 

Fan.  Tut,  man,  I  mean  thou'lt  lofe  the  flood;  and,  in 
lofmg  the  flood,  lofe  thy  voyage;  and,  in  lofuig  thy 
voyage,  lofe  thy  mafter;  and,  in  lofmg  thy  mafter,  lofe  thv 
fervice;  and,  in  lofing  thy  fervice — Why  doft  thou  ftop 
my  mouth  ? 

Laun.  For  fear  thou  (hould'ft  lofe  thy  tongue. 

Fan,     Where  fhould  I  lofe  my  tongue  ? 

Laun,    In  thy  tale. 

Fan.     In  thy  tail  ? 

Laun.  Lofe  the  tide,  and  the  voyage,  and  the  mafter,  and 
the  fervice,  and  the  tide  ?  Why,  man,  if  the  river  were 
dry,  I  am  able  to  fill  it  with  my  tears ;  if  the  wind  were 
down,  I  could  drive  the  boat  with  my  fighs. 

Fan*     Come,  come  away  man ;  I  was  fent  tQ  call  thee. 

Laun.  Sir,  call  me  what  thou  dar'ft. 

Fan,    Wilt  thou  go  ? 

Laun*  Well,  I  will  go,  [Exeunt, 

B  4.  SCENE 
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SCENE  ly.     Milan.  An  Apartment  in  the  Dtikes  Palcfcer 
Enter  Valentine,  Silvia,  Thurio,  and  Speed. 

Sih     Servant 

Val    Miftrefs, 

SpeecL  Mafter,  Sir  Thurio  ffpwqs  on  you, 
Vat.    Ay,  boy,  it's  for  love. 
Speed.  Not  of  you. 
VaL    Of  my  miftrefs  then. 
Speed.  'Twere  good  you  knpck'd  him» 
Sil.     Servant,  you  are  fad. 
Val.    Indeed,  madam,  I  feem  fa. 
Thu.    Seem  you  that  you  are  not? 
VaL    Haply! do. 
Thu.  So  do  counterfeits. 
Vol.    So  do  you. 

nu.  What  feem  I,  that  I'  am  not  ? 
Val.    Wife. 

Thu.  What  inftance  of  the  contrary 
Val.    Your  folly. 

nu.  And  how  quote  you  rny  folly  ? 
VaL    I  quote  it  in  your  jerkjn. 
Thu.  My  jerkin  is  a  doublet. 
Val.    Well,  then  Til  doutile  your  folly. 
Thu.  How? 

SiL     What !  angry,  Sir  Thurio :  do  you  change  colour  ? 
V(\L    Give  hira  leave,  madam;  he  is  a  kind  of  cameleon. 
Thu,  That  hath  more  mind  tq  feed  on  your  blood  than 
live  in  your  air. 

VaL    You  have  faid,  fir. 
Thu.  Ay,  fir,  and  done  too,  for  this  time. 
VaL    I  know  it  well,  fir ;  you  always  end  ere  you  begin. 
SiL     A  fine  volley  of  words,  gentlemen,  and  quickly 
fhot  off.  • 

VaL    'Tis  indeed,  madam  ;  we  thank  the  giver, 
SiL     Who  is  that,  fervant  ? 

Val.    Yourfelf,  fweet  lady;  for  you  gave  the  fire  :  Sir 
Thurio  borrows  his  wit  from  your  lady(hip*)S  looks,  and 
fpends  what  he  borrows  kindly  in  your  company. 
•   Thu.    Sir,  if  you  fpend  word  for  word  with  me,  I  fhall 
make  your  wit  bankrupt. 

VaK 
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VaL  I  know  it  well,  fir ;  you  have  an  exchequer  of 
words,  and,  I  think,  no  other  treafure  to  give  your  fol- 
lowers ;  for  it  appears  by  their  bare  liveries  that  they  live 
by  your  bare  words. 

Sil.  No  more,  gentlemen,  no  more ;  here  comes  mj 
father. 

Enter  the  Duke. 

Duke,    Now,  daughter  Silvia,  you  are  hard  befet. 
Sir  Valentine,  your  father's  in  good  health  : 
What  fay  you  to  a  letter  from  your  friends 
Of  much  good  news  ? 

VaL    My  lord,  1  will  be  thankful 
To  any  happy  meiTenger  from  thence. 

Duke.    Know  you  Don  Anthonio,  your  countryman? 

VaL    Ay,  my  good  lord,  I  know  the  gentleman 
To  be  of  worth,  and  worthy  eftimation, 
And  not  without  defert  fo  well  reputed. 

Duke,    Hath  he  not  a  fon  ? 

VaL    Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  a  fon  that  well  deferves 
_The  honour  and  regard  of  fach  a  father. 

Duke.  You  know  him  well  ? 

VaL    I  kne.v  him  as  myfelf ;  for  from  our  infancy 
We  have  convers'd  and  fpent  our  hours  together  j 
And  though  myfelf  have  been  an  idle  truant, 
Omitting  the  fweet  benefit  of  time, 
To  clothe  mine  age  with  angel-like  perfection, 
Yet  hath  Sir  Protheus,  for  that's  his  name, 
Made  ufe  and  fair  advantage  of  his  days  ; 
His  years  but  young,  but  his  experience  old ; 
pis  head  unmellow'd,  but  his  judgment  ripe; 
And,  in  a  word  (for  far  behind  his  worth. 
Come  all  the  praifes  that  I  now  beftow), 
He  is  complete  in  feature  and  in  mind, 
With  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  gentleman. 

Duke.    Befhrev^  me,  fir  ;  but,  if  he  make  this  good. 
He  is  as  worthy  for  an  emprefs'  love. 
As  meet  to  be  an  emperor's  counfellor. 
Well,  fir  i  this  gentleman  is  come  to  me 
With  commendation  from  great  potentates  ;  . 
.And  here  he  means  to  fpend  his  time  a  while  : 
J  think  'tis  no  unwelcome  nev/s  to  you. 

FaL 
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Val     Should  I  have  wiib'd  a  thin^,  it  had  been  he; 
I      Duke,  Welcome  him  then  according  to  his  worth  i 
Silvia,  1  fpeak  to  you;  and  you.  Sir  Thurio:— — 
For  Valentine  I  need  not  'cite  him  to  it : 
riliead  him  hither  to  you  prefently.  [Exit  Duke*. 

VaL  This  is  the  gentleman  I  told  your  ladyfhip 
Had  come  along  with  me,  but  that  his  miftrefs 
Did  hold  his  eyes  lock'd  in  her  cryftal  looks. 

SiL'  Belike  that  now  fhe  hath  enfranchised  them 
Upon  fome  other  pawn  for  fealty. 

VaL    Nay,  fure  I  think  ftie  holds  them  prifoners  ftilL, 

S'lL     Nay,  then  he  ihould  be  blind  ;  and,  being  blind. 
How  could  he  lee  his  way  to  feek  out  you  ? 

Fal.    Why,  lady,  love  hath  twenty  pair  of  eyes. 

nu.  They  faythat  love  hath  not  an  eye  at  alL 

VaL  To  fee  fuch  lovers,  Thurio,  as  yourfelf  j 
Upon  an  homely  obje6l  love  can  wink. 

Enter  Protheus. 

BIL    Have  done,  have  done ;  here  comes  the  gentleman. 

VaL    Welcome,  dear  Protheus! — Miiirefs,  1  befeech 
you 
Confirm  his  welcome  with  fome  frcclal  favour. 

SiL    His  worth  is  warrant  for  his  welcome  hither. 
If  this  be  he  3^ou  oft  have  wifh'd  to  hear  from. 

VaL    Miftrefs,  it  is:  fwect  lady,  entertain  him 
To  be  my  fellovv-fervant  to  your  ladyfhip. 

Sil*    Too  low  a  miftrefs  for  fo  high,  a  fervant. 

Pro,  Not  fo,  fwcet  lady;  but  too  mean  a  fervant 
To  have  a  look  of  fuch  a  worthy  miftrefs. 

VaL    Leave  off  difcourfe  of  difability: 
Sweet  lady,  entertain  him  for  your  fervant. 

Pro.    My  duty  will  I  boaft  of,  nothing  elfe. 

SiL     And  duty  n-^vcr  vet  did  want  his  meed  : 
Servant,  you  are  welcome  to  a  worthlefs  miftrefs. 

Pro,    ril  die  on  him  that  fays  fo  but  yourfelf. 

SIL     That  you  are  welcome  ? 

Pre.  No;  that  you  are  worthlefs. 

Enter  Servant, 

Sir.  ?vltidamj  my  loi(^j  y<^\\y  father,  would  fpf ak  with  you* 

SiL 
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Sii.   I'll  wait  upon  his  pleafure.  [Exit  Strv.]  Come, 
Sir  Thurio, 
Go  with  me  :  —  Once  more,  new  fervant,  welcome  : 
rii  kave  you  to  confer  of  home  aiFairs  ; 
When  you  have  done,  we  look  to  hear  from  you. 

Fro,    We'll  both  attend  upon  your  ladylhip. 

[Exeunt  Silvia  c?nd  Thurio. 

Fal,  Now,  tell  me,  how  do  all  from  whence  you  came  ? 

Fro,  Your  friends  are  well,  and  have  them  much  com- 
mended, 

Fal,  And  how  do  your's? 

Fro,  I  left  them  all  in  health. 

Fal,    How  does  your  lady  ?  and  how  thrives  your  love  ?- 

Fra.  My  tales  of  love  were  wont  to  weary  you  ; 
I  know  you  joy  not  in  a  love-difcourfe. 

Fal,    Ay,  Protheus,  but  that  life  is  altered  nov/  ; 
I  have  done  penance  for  contemning  love ; 
Whofe  high  imperious  thoughts  have  punifh'd  me 
With  bitter  fafts,  with  penitential  groans, 
With  nightly  tears,  and  daily  heart^fore  lighs ; 
For,  in  revenge  of  my  contempt  of  love, 
Love  hath  chac'd  fleep  from  my  enthralled  eyes. 
And  made  them  watchers  of  mine  own  heart's  forrow. 
O,  gentle  Protheus  !  love's  a  mighty  lord, 
And  hath  fo  humbled  me,  as  I  confefs 
There  is  no  woe  to  his  correction, 
Nor,  to  his  fervice,  no  fuch  joy  on  earth  ! 
Now  no  difcourfe  except  it  be  of  love ; 
Now  can  I  break  my  faft,  dine,  fup,  and  fleep, 
Upon  the  very  naked  name  of  love. 

Fro,    Enough  ;  I  read  your  fortune  in  your  eye  : 
Was  this  the  idol  that  you  worlhip  fo  ? 

Fal,    Even  fhe  ;  and  is  fhe  not  a  heavenly  faint  ? 

Fro.  No  J  but  fhe  is  an  earthly  paragon, 

Fai.    Call  her  divine. 

Fro.  I  will  not  flatter  her. 

Fal,    O,  flatter  me  !  for  love  delights  in  praife. 

Fro,  When  I  was  fick  you  gave  me  bitter  pills  ; 
And  I  mull  minifter  the  like  to  you. 

Fal,    Then  fpeak  the  truth  by  her  j  if  not  divine, 

Yet 
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Vet  let  her  be  a  principality, 

Sovereio-n  to  all  the  creatures  on  the  earth. 

Fro.  Except  my  miftrefs. 

Val.    Sweet,  except  not  any; 
Except  thou  wilt  except  againfc  my  love". 

Pro.  Have  1  not  reafon  to  prefer  my  own  ? 

F(jI.    And  I  will  help  thee  to  prefer  her  too  ; 
She  fliall  be  dignified  with  tiiis  high  honour-^- 
To  bear  my  lady's  train  5  left  the  bafe  earth 
Should  from  her  vefture  chance  to  fleal  a  kifs^ 
And,  of  fo  great  a  favour  growing  proud, 
DIfdain  to  root  the  fummer-fwelling  flowcfj 
And  make  rough  winter  everlaftingly. 

Pro.  Why,  Valentine,  what  braggardifm  is  this  ? 

Fai.    Pardon  me,  Protheus  ;  all  1  can  is  nQthing 
To  her,  whofe  worth  makes  other  worthies  nothing  j 
She  is  alone. 

Pro.  Then  let  her  alone, 

p^al.    Not  for  the  world  :  why,  man,  {he  is  mine  ownj 
And  1  as  rich  in  having  fuch  a  jewel 
As  twenty  feas,  if  all  their  fand  were  pearl, 
The  water  ne6tar,  and  the  rocks  pure  gold. 
Forgive  me  that  1  do  not  dream  on  thee, 
Bccaufe  thou  feeft  me  doat  upon  my  love. 
My  foolifli  rival,  that  her  father  likes 
Only  for  his  poflefTions  are  fo  huge, 
Is  gone  with  her  along ;  and  I  nmlt  after ; 
E'or  love,  thou  know'ft,  is  full  of  jealoufy. 

Pro.  Buf  fhe  loves  you  ? 

/^^/.    Ay,  and  we  are  betroth'd ;  nay  more,  our  marriage 
hour, 
With  all  the  cunning  manner  of  our  flight, 
Determin'd  of:  how  I  muft  climb  her  window; 
The  ladder  made  of  cords  ;  and  all  the  means 
Plotted  and  'greed  on  for  my  happinefs. 
Good  Protheus,  go  with  me  to  my  chamber, 
In  thefe  affairs  to  aid  me  with  thy  counfel. 

Pro.    Go  on  before  ;   I  fhall  inquire  you  fortl^  : 
I  muft  unto  the  road,  to  difembark 
:^onie  neceilaries  that  I  Jiecds  muft  ufe  j 
hiyd  then  I'll  prcfcnily  attend  you. 
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VaU    Will  you  make  hafte  ? 

Pro,  I  will.—  [Exit  Val. 

Even  as  one  heat  another  heat  expels, 
Or  as  one  nail  by  ftrength  drives  out  another. 
So  the  remembrance  of  my  former  love 
Is  by  a  newer  object  quite  forgotten. 
Is  it  mine  eye,  or  Valentino's  praife. 
Her  true  perfection,  or  my  falfe  tranfgrcflion, 
That  makes  me,  reafonlefs,  to  reafon  thus  ? 
She's  fair  j  and  fo  is  Julia,  that  I  love  ;  -- 
That  I  did  love,  for  now  my  love  is  thaw'd  j 
Which,  like  a  waxen  image  'gainft  a  fire, 
Bears  no  impreffion  of  the  thing  it  was. 
Methinics  my  zeal  to  Valentine  is  cold, 
And  that  I  love  him  not  as  I  was  wont, 
O  !  but  I  love  his  lady  too,  too  much  ; 
And  that's  the  reafon  I  love  him  fo  little. 
How  ihall  I  doat  on  her  with  more  advice. 
That  thus  v/ithout  advice  begin  to  love  her  ? 
'Tis  but  her  picture  I  have  yet  beheld, 
And  that  hath  dazzled  fo  my  reafon's  light : 
But  when  I  look  on  her  perfections, 
There  is  no  reafon  but  I  fhall  be  blind. 
If  I  can  check  my  erring  love  I  will ; 
If  not,  to  compafs  her  I'll  ufe  my  fkill.  [Exit. 

SCENE    V.      A  Street, 
Enter    Speed    and   Launce. 

Speed,    Launce!  by  mine  honefty,  welcome  to  Milan. 

Laun.  Forfwear  not  thyfelf,  fweet  youth  ;  for  I  am  not 
welcome.  I  reckon  this  always — that  a  man  is  never  un- 
done till  he  be  hang'd ;  nor  never  welcome  to  a  place  till 
fome  certain  fhot  be  paid,  and  the  hoftefs  fay,  welcome. 

Speed.  _  Come  on,^  you  madcap,  I'll  to  the  alehoufe  with 
you  prefently  j  where,  for  one  fhot  of  five  pence,  thou 
Ihalt  have  five  thoufand  welcomes.  But,  firrah,  how  did 
thy  mafter  part  with  madam  Julia  ? 

Laun,  Marry,  after  they  cios'd  in  earnefl,  they  parted 
Y^ry  fairly  in  j eft. 

Speed, 
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Speed,  But  fhall  fhe  marry  him? 

Laiin.  No. 

Speed.  How  then  ?  fhall  he  marry  h^r  ? 

Laun.  No,  neither. 

Speed.  What,  are  they  broken  ? 

Laim.  No,  they  are  both  as  whole  as  a  fifh. 

Speed.  Why  then,  how  ftands  the  matter  with  them? 

Laun.  Marry,  thus ;  when  it  ftands  well  with  him,  it 
flands  well  with  her. 

Speed.  What  an  afs  art  thou  r  I  underfland  thee  not. 

Laun.  What  a  block  art  thou  that  thou  canft  not?  My 
ftaff  underftands  me. 

Speed.  What  thou  fay'ft  ? 

Laun.  Ay,  and  what  I  do  too :  look  thee,  I'll  but  lcan> 
and  my  llaff  underftands  me. 

Speed.  It  ftands  under  thee,  Indeed. 

Laun.  Why,  ftand-under  and  underftand  is  all  one. 

Speed.  But  tell  me  true,  will't  be  a  match  ? 

Laun,  Afk  my  dog  j  if  he  fay  ay,  ij:  will ;  if  he'  fay  no, 
it  will ;   if  he  fhake  his  tail,  and  fay  nothing,  it  will. 

Speed.  The  conclufion  is  then,  that  it  wil!. 

Laun.  Thou  (halt  never  get  fuch  a  fecret  from  me  but 
by  a  parable. 

Speed.  'Tis  well  that  I  get  it  fo.     But,  Launce,  how 
.C2iy  '^t  thou  that  thymafter  is  become  a  notable  lover? 
r    Laun.  I  never  knew  him  otherwife. 

Speed.  Than  how  ? 

Laun.  A  notable  lubber,  as  thou  reporteft  him  to  be./ 

Speed.  Why,  thou  whorcfon  afs,  thou  miftakeft  me.     \ 

Laun.  Why,  fool,  I  meant  not   thee;    I   meant   thy 
mafter. 

Speed.   I  tell  thee  my  mafter  is  become  a  hot  lover. 

Laun.  Why,  I  tell  thee  I  care  not  though  he  burn  him- 
fdf  in  love.  If  thou  wilt  go  with  me  to  the  alehoufe,  fo; 
if  not,  thou  art  an  Hebrew,  a  Jew,  and  not  worth  the 
name  of  a  Chriftian. 

Speed.  Why? 

Laun.  Becaufe  thou  haft  not  fo  much  charity  in  thee  as 
to  go  to  the  alehoufe  with  aChriftian ;  wilt  thou  go  ? 

Speed,  At  thy  fervice  ?  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE      VI. 
Enter  Protheus. 
Pre.    To  have  my  Julia,  ihall  I  be  forfwom ; 

To  love  fair  Silvia,  Inall  I  be  forfworn  j 

To  wrong  my  friend,  I  ihall  be  much  forfworn ; 

And  even  that  power,  which  gave  me  iirft  my  oath. 

Provokes  me  to  this  threefold  perjury. 

Love  bade  me  fwear,  and  love  bids  me  foriVvear  ; 

O,  fweet-fuggefting  love  !  if  thou  haft  finn'u, 

Teach  me,  thy  tempted  fubjecl,  to  excufe  lU 

At  firft  I  did  adore  a  twinkling  ftar. 

But  now  I  worfhip  a  cclellial  fun. 

Unheedful  vows  may  ht^edfully  be  broken  ; 

And  he  wants  wit  that  wants  refolved  will 

To  learn  his  wit  to  exchange  the  bad  fbr  better,— 4 

Fie,  fie,  unreverend  tongue !  to  call  her  bad, 

Whofe  fovereignty  fo  oft  thou  haft  preferr'd 

With  twenty  thoufand  foul-confirming  oaths. 

I  cannot  leave  to  love,  and  yet  I  do  ; 

But  there  I  leave  to  love,  where  I  fhould  love. 

Julia  I  lofe,  and  Valentine  I  lofe  : 

If  I  keep  them,  I  needs  muft  lofe  myfelf ; 

If  I  lofe  them,  this  find  I  by  their  lofs, 

For  Valentine,  myfelf ;  for  Julia,  Silvia. 

I  to  myfelf  am  dearer  than  a  friend ; 

For  love  is  ftill  more  precious  in  itfelf : 

And  Silvia,  witnefs  heaven  that  made  her  hk\ 

Shews  Julia  but  a  fwarthy  Ethiope. 
I  will  forget  that  Julia  is  alive. 
Remembering  that  my  love  to  her  is  deadj  * 
And  Valentine  Pll  hold  an  enemy. 
Aiming  at  Silvia  as  a  fweeter  friend. 
I  cannot  now  prove  conftant  to  myfelf, 
Without  fome  treachery  us'd  to  Valentine.^ 
This. night  he  meaneth  with  a  corded  ladder 
To  climb  celeftial  Silvia's  chamber  window; 
Myfelf  in  counfel  his  competitor  : 
Now  prefently  Pll  give  her  father  notice 
Ot  their  difguifing,  and  pretended  flight; 
Who,  all  enrag'd,  wjH  banifh  Valentine  i 
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For  Thurio^  he  intends,  fhall  wed  his  daughter  • 

But,  Valentine  being  gone,  I'll  quickly  crofs. 

By  ibme  fly  trick,  blunt  Thurio's  dull  proceeding. 

Love,  lend  me  wings  to  make  my  purpofe  fwift, 

As  thou  haft  lent  me  wit  to  plot  this  drift !  [Exit. 

SCENE    VII.      Julia's  Houfe  in  Ferona. 
Enter  Julia  and  LvcETT A, 

JuL    Counfel,  Lucetta  •,  gentle  gtrl,  aflifl  me  I 
And,  even  in  kind  love,  I  do  conjure  thee — 
Who  art  the  table  wherein  all  my  thoughts 
Are  vifibly  charafterM  and  engrav'd— 
To  lelTon  me  ;  and  tell  me  fome  good  mean. 
How,  with  my  honour,  I  may  undertake 
A  jourrtey  to  my  loving  Protheus. 

Luc,    Alas!  the  way  is  wearifome  and  long- 

Jul.    A  true-devoted  pilgrim  is  not  weary 
To  meafure  kingdoms  with,  his  feeble  fteps  j 
Much  lefs  {ball  Ihe  that  hath  love's  wings  to  fly; 
And  when  the  flight  is  made  to  one  fo  dear, 
Of  fuch  divine  perfection,  as  Sir  Protheus. 

Luc.    Better  forbear  till  Protheus  make  return. 

JuL    Oh!   know'ft  thou  not  his  looks  are  my  foul's 
food? 
Pity  the  dearth  that  I  have  pined  in, 
By  longing  for  that  food  fo  long  a  time. 
Didft  thou  but  know  the  inly  touch  of  love. 
Thou  would'ft  as  foon  go  kindle  fire  with  fnow 
As  feek  to  quench  the  fire  of  love  with  words. 

Luc,    I  do  not  feek  to  quench  your  love's  hot  fire  ; 
But  qualify  the  fire's  extreme  rage. 
Left  it  ihould  burn  above  the  bounds  of  reafon. 

Jul.  The  more  thou  damm'ft  it  up,  the  more  it  burns : 
The  current  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides. 
Thou  know'fl:,  being  ftopp'd,  impatiently  doth  rage  ; 
But,  when  his  fair  courfe  is  not  hindered,  \ 

He  makes  fweet  mufic  with  the  enamell'd  ftones, 
Giving  a  gentle  kifs  to  every  fedge 
He  overtaketh  in  his  pilgrimage  j 
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And  fo  by  maiiy  winding  nooks  he  ftrays. 
With  willing  fport,  to  the  wild  ocean. 
Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  courfe : 
I'll  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  ftream, 
And  make  a  paftime  of  each  weary  ftep, 
Till  the  laft  ftep  have  brought  me  to  my  love  t 
And  there  I'll  reflj  as,  after  much  turmoil, 
A  blefTed  foul  doth  in  Elyfium. 
,  Luc  But  in  what  habit  will  you  go  along  ? 
yuL  Not  like  3  woman  ;  for  I  would  prevent 
The  loofe  encounters  of  lafcivioiis  men  : 
Gentle  Lucetta,  fit  me  with  fuch  weeds 
As  may  befeem  fome  well -reputed  page. 

Luc.  Why  then  your  ladyfhip  muft  cut  yoiir  hair. 
Ju/.  No,  girl ;  Fll  knit  it  Up  in  filken  firings^ 
With  twenty  odd-conceited  true-love  knots  5 
To  be  faritaftic  may  become  a  youth 
Of  greater  time  than  I  fhall  fhew  to  be. 

Luc,  What  fafllion,  madam,  fhall  I  make  your  breeches  ? 
Ju/.  That  fits  as  well  as — "  tell  me,  good  my  lord, 
**  What  compafs  will  you  wear  yoiir  farthingale  ?"' 
Why,,  even  that  faftiion  thou  beft  lik'ft,  Lucetta. 

Luc»    You  muft  needs  have  them  with  a  cod-pleccj 

madam. 
JuL  Out,  out,  Lucetta  !  that  will  be  ill-favour'di 
Luc,  A  round  hofe,  madam,  now's  not  worth  a  pin, 
Unlefs  you  have  a  cod- piece  to  ftick  pins  on. 

Jui.  Lucetta^  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  let  me  have 
What  thou  think 'ft  meet,  and  is  moft  mannerly: 
But  tell  me,  wench,  how  will  the  world  repute  me 
Fpr  undertaking  fo  unftaid  a  journey  ? 
I'fear  me  it  will  make  me  fcandaliz'd* 

Luc,  If  you  think  fo,  then  ftay  at  home,  and  go  not. 
Jul.  Nay,  that  I  will  not. 
Luc,  Then  never  dream  on  infamy,  but  go. 
If  Protheus  like  your  journey  when  you  come, 
No  matter  who's  difpleas'd  when  you  are  gone  : 
I  fear  me  he  will  fcarce  be  pleas 'd  withal. 

Jul.  That  is  theleaft,  Lucetta,  of  my  fear  ; 
A  thoufand  oaths,  an  ocean  of  his  tears, 
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And  inftances  as  infinite  of  love, 
Warrant  me  welcome  to  my  Protheus. 

Luc,  All  thefe  are  fervants  to  deceitful  men. 

yul.  Bafe  men,  that  ufe  them  to  fo  bafe  effect ! 
But  truer  ftars  did  govern  Protheus'  birth  : 
His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles  ; 
His  love  fincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate  ; 
His  tears  pure  melTengers  fent  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud  as  heaven  from  earth. 

Luc.  Pray  heaven  he  prove  fo,  when  you  come  to  him  ! 

yuL  Now,  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  do  him  not  that  wrong. 
To  bear  a  hard  opinion  of  his  truth  : 
Only  deferve  my  love  by  loving  him  ; 
And  prefently  go  with  me  to  my  chamber 
To  take  a  note  of  what  I  ftaijd  in  need  of. 
To  furnifh  me  upon  my  longing  journey. 
All  that  is  mine  I  leave  at  thy  difpofe. 
My  goods,  my  lands,  my  reputation ; 
Only,  in  lieu  thereof,  difpatch  me  hence. 
Come,  anfwer  not,  but  to  it  prefently  j 
I  am  impatient  of  my  tarrience.  [Exeunt^ 


ACT      III. 

SCENE    I.       The  Duke's  Palace  In  Milarh 

Enter  Duke^  Thurio,  ^«^  Protheus, 

Duke, 
IR  Thurio,  give  us  leave,  I  pray,  a  while ; 


s 


We  have  fome  fecrets  to  confer  about.- 


[Exit  Thurio, 
Now  tell  me,  Protheus,  what's  your  will  with  me  ? 

Pro,  My  gracious  lord,  that  which  I  would  difcover. 
The  lav/  of  friendfhip  bids  me  to  conceal : 
But,  when  I  call  to  mind  your  gracious  favours 
Done  to  me,  undelerving  as  I  am, 
My  duty  pricks  me  on  to  utter  that 
Which  elfe  no  worldly  good  fhould  draw  from  mc. 
Know,  worthy  prince.  Sir  Valentine,  my  friend, 
This  night  intends  to  fteal  jiway  your  daughter  5 
■  ^  '  '  "^  Myfclf 
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Myfelf  am  one  made  privy  to  the  plot. 
I  know  you  have  determin'd  to  beftow  her 
On  Thario,  whom  your  gentle  daughter  hates ; 
And  ihould  flie  thus  be  ftolen  away  from  you, 
It  would  be  much  vexation  to  your  age. 
Thus,  for  my  duty's  fake,  I  rather  chofe 
To  crofs  my  friend  in  his  intended  drift, 
Than,  by  concealing  it,  heap  on  your  head 
A  pack  of  forrows,  which  would  prefs  you  down, 
Being  unprevented,  to  your  timelefs  grave. 

Duke.  Protheus,  I  thank  thee  for  thine  honeft  car; 
Which  to  requite,  command  me  while  I  live. 
This  love  of  theirs  myfelf  have  often  feen, 
Haply,  when  they  have  judg'd  me  faft  afleep  ; 
And  oftentimes  have  purposed  to  forbid 
Sir  Valentine  her  company,  and  my  court : 
But,  fearing  left  my  jealous  aim  might  err, 
And  fo  unworthily  difgrace  the  man  J^ 

(A  raihnefs  that  I  ever  yet  have  fhunn'd), 
I  gave  him  gentle  looks  ;  thereby  to  find 
That  which  thyfelf  haft  now  difclos'd  to  me. 
And,  that  thou  may*ft  perceive  my  fear  of  this. 
Knowing  that  tender  youth  is  foon  fu2;gefted, 
I  nightly  lodge  her  in  an  upper  tower, 
The  key  whereof  myfelf  have  ever  kept ; 
And  thence  fhe  cannot  be  convey'd  awav. 

Pro.  Know,  noble  lord,  they  have-devisM  a  mean 
How  he  her  chamber-window  will  afcend. 
And  with  a  corded  ladder  fetch  her  down; 
For  which  the  youthful  lover  now  is  gone, 
And  this  way  comes  he  with  it  prefently  ; 
Where,  if  it  pleafe  you,  you  may  intercept  him^ 
But,  good  my  lord,  do  it  fo  cunningly. 
That  my  difcovery  be  not  aimed  at ; 
For  love  of  you,  not  hate  unto  my  friend. 
Hath  made  me  publifher  of  this  pretence. 

Duke.   Upon  mine  honour  he  fhall  never  know 
That  I  had  any  light  from  thee  of  this. 

Pro.  Adieu,  my  lord;  Sir  Valentine  is  coming. 
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Enter  Valentine. 

i)i^/J^.  Sir  Valentine^  whither  away  fo  fofi:  ? 

Fal.  Pleafe  it  your  grace,  there  is  a  mellenge? 
Tlaat  flays  to  bearray  letters  to  my  friends, 
And  I  am  going  to  deliver  them. 

Duke^  Be  they  of  much  import  ? 

VaL  The  tenor  of  them  doth  but  fignify 
My  health-^  and  happy  being  at  your  court. 

^Buke.  Nay^then  no  matter  ;.  ftay  with  me  a  while  ^• 
I  am  to  breaic  with  thee  of  fome  afl'airs, 
Thafe  touch  me  near,  wherem'  thou  muit  be  fecret. 
'Tis  not  unknown  to  thee  that  I  h-ave  fought 
To  match  my  friend  Sir  Thurio  to  my  daughter. 

P^al.  I  know  it  well,  my  lo/d  ;  and,  fure,  the  match 
Were  rich  and  honourable  ;  befides,  the  gentleman 
Is  full  of  virtue,  bounty,  worth,  and  qualities, 
Befeeming  fuch  a  wite  as  your  fair  daughter  : 
Cannot  your  grace  win  her  to  fancy  him  ? 

Duke.  No,"truft  me  ;  fhe  is  peevifh,  fuUen,  frowareJ,. 
Proud,  difobedient,  fiubborn,  lacking  duty  i 
Neither  regarding  that  fhe  is  my  child, 
Nor  fearing  me  as  if  I  were*  her  father: 
And,  may  I  fay  to  thee,  this  pride  of  her's,. 
Upon  advice,  hath  drawn  my  We  from  her  ; 
And,  where  I  thought  the  remiiant  of  mine  age 
Should  have  been  cheriih'd  by  her  child-like  duty, 
I  now  am  full  refolv'd  to  take  a  wife, 
And  turn  her  out  to  who  Vv'ill  take  her  in : 
Then  let  her  beauty  be  her  wedding-dower  ; 
For  me,  and  my  poileiTiOiis,  fhe  efleems  not, 

FaL  What  would  your  grace  have  me  to  do  in  this? 

Duke,  There  is  a  lady,  lir,  in  Milan,  here. 
Whom  I  affect  j  but  fhe  is  nice,  and  coy, 
And  nought  efleems  my  aged  eloquence  : 
Now,  therefore,,  would  I  have  thee  to  my  tutor. 
(For  long  agone  I  have  forgot  to  court ; 
Befides,  the  fafhion  of  the  time  is  chang'd)^ 
How,  and  which  way,  I  may  beftow  myfelf, 
To  be  regarded  in  her  fun-bright  eye. 

VaL  Win  her  with  gifts,  if  fhe  refpefi  not  words; 

Daml^ 
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Dumb  jewels  often,  in  their  filent  kind, 
More  than  quick  words,  do  move  a  woman's  mind. 
Duke.  But  fhe  did  icorn  a  prefent  that  I  Tent  her. 
Val.   A  woman  fcorns  fometimes  what  befl  contents  her ; 
♦Send  her  another;  never  give  her  o'er  ; 
For  fcorn  at  firft  makes  after-love. the  more. 
If  fhe  do  frown,  'tis  not  in  hate  of  you. 
But  rather  to  beget  more  love  in  you  : 
If  fhe  do  cbide,  'tis  not  to  have  you  gone  ; 
For  why,  the  fools  are  mad  if  left  alone. 
Take  no  repulfe,  whatever  flie  doth  fay  : 
For  get  you  gone^  fhe  doth  not  mean  awaj  : 
Flatter,  and  praife,  commend,  extol  their  graces  ; 
Though  ne'er  fo  black  fey  they  have  angels'  faces. 
That  man  that  hath  a  tongue,  I  fay,  is  no  man. 
If  with  his  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  womaa. 

Duke,  But  Ihe,  I  mean,  is  promised  by  her  friends 
Unto  a  youthful  gentleman  of  worth  ; 
And  kept  feverely  from  refort  of  men. 
That  no  man  hath  accefs  by  day  to  her. 

FaL  Why  then  I  would  refort  to  her  by  night. 
Duke,  Ay,  but  the  doors  be  Tock'd,  and  keys  kept  faf^. 
That  no  man  hadi  recourfe  to  her  by  night. 

/^a/.  What  lets  but  one  may  enter  at  her'  window  ? 
Duke.  Her  chamber  is  aloft,  far  from  the  ground  5 
And  built,  fo  flielving,  that  one  cannot  climb  it 
Without  apparent  hazard  of  his  life. 

/'al.   Why,  then  a  ladder,  quaintly  made  of  cordsj, 
To  cafl  up,  with  a  pair  of  anchoring  hooks, 
Would  fcrvcto  fcalc  another  Hero's  tower. 
So  bold  Ivcander  would  adventure  it. 
^     Duke.  Now,  as  thou  art  a  gentleman  of  blood, 
Advife  me  where  I  may  have  fuch  a  ladder. 

F^L  When  would  you  ufe  it  ?  pray,  fir,  tell  me  that, 
Duke.  This  very  night;  for  love  is  like  a  child 
That  longs  for  every  thing  that  he  can  come  by. 
Fal.  By  (cvQn  o'clock  I'll  get  you  fuch  a  ladder, 
Duke.  Bi.rt  hark  thee  ;  I  will  go  to  her  alone ;  , 

Hov/  (hall  I  bell  convey  the  ladder  thither  ? 

Fa/,  It  will  be  light,  my  lord,  that  you  may  bear  it 
JJadex  a  cIo?Jc  tto  is  ©f  any  length,  • 

1^3  ^^•'^)f. 
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Diike.  A  cloak  as  long  as  thine  will  ferve  the  turn  ? 

Val,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  me  fee  thy  cloak ; 
J'U  get  me  one  of  fuch  another  length. 

Val.  Why,  any  cloak  will  ferve  the  turn,  my  lord. 

Duke>  How  fhall  I  fafhion  me  to  wear  a  cloak  ?— 

I  pray  thee  let  me  feel  thy  cloak  upon  me. 

What  letter  is  this  fame  ?  what's  here  ?— 

\ro  Silvia  ? 
And  here  an  engine  fit  for  my  proceeding  ! 
I'll  be  fo  bold  to  break  the  feal  for  once.  {Duke  reads. 

My  thoughts  do  harbour  with  my  Silvia  nightly^ 

And  Jlaves  they  are  to  me  that  Jend  them  flying : 
Ohy  couid  their  wafler  come  and  go  as  lightly^ 

Ilimjelf  would  lodge  where  jenjelefs  they  are  lying  ! 
My  herald  thoughts  in  thy  pure  bofom  rejl  them  ; 
While  /,  their  king^  that  thither  them  importune^ 
Do  curfe  the  grace  that  tvith  fuch  grace  hath  blcfs^dthem^ 

Becauje  myfeJfdo  want  7ny  fervanf  s  fortune  : 
I  curfe  my f elf ^  for  they  are  fent  by  me^ 
nat  they  fnould  harbour  where  their  lord  would  be. 
What's  here  \   Silvia^  this  night  will  I  enfranchifi  thee  : 
'Tis  fo  ;  and  here's  the  ladder  for  the  purpofe. — 
Why,  Phaeton  (for  thou  art  Merops'  fon), 
Wilt  thou  afpire  to  guide  the  heavenly  car. 
And  with  thy  daring  folly  burn  the  world  ?  / 

Wilt  thou  reach  ftars,  becaufe  they  fhine  on  thee  ? 
Go,  bafe  intruder  !  over-v/eening  flave  ! 
Beftow  thy  fawning  fmiles  on  equal  mates  ; 
yVnd  think  my  patience  more  than  thy  defert, 
Is  privilege  for  thy  departure  hence : 
Thank  me  for  this,  more  than  for  all  the  favours 

Which,  all  too  much,  I  have  beftow'd  on  thee. 

But,  if  thou  linger  in  my  territories 

Longer  than  fwiftefl  expedition 

Will  give  thee  time  to  leave  our  royal  court, 

By  heaven,  my  wrath  fhall  far  exceed  the  love 

I  ever  bore  my  daughter,  or  thyfelf ! 

Be  gone,  I  will  not  hear  thy  vain  excufe  ; 

But,  as  thou  lov'fl  thy  life,  make  fpeed  from  hence.  [Exit, 

Val 


TWO   GENTLEMEN   OF   VERONA.  35 

VaL  And  why  not  death  rather  than  living  torment  ? 
To  die,  is  to  be  banifh'd  from  myfelf; 
And  Silvia  is  myfelf:  banilli'd  from  her, 
Isfelf  from  felf;  a  deadly  banifliment  I 
What  light  is  light,  if  Silvia  be  not  feen  ? 
What  joy  is  joy,  if  Silvia  be  not  by  ? 
Unlefs  it  be  to  think  that  (he  is  by, 
And  feed  upon  the  fhadow  of  perfeflion. 
Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  night 
There  is  no  mufic  in  the  nightingale; 
Unlefs  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  day 
There  is  no  day  for  me  to  look  upon  ; 
She  is  my  efTence ;  and  I  leave  to  be. 
If  I  be  not  by  her  fair  influence 
Fofter'd,  illumin'd,  cherifh'd,  kept  alive. 
I  fly  not  death,  to  fly  his  deadly  doom  ; 
Tarry  I  here,  I  but  attend  on  death ; 
But,  fly  I  hence,  I  fly  away  from  life. 

Enter  Protheus  and  Launcf» 

Pro.  Run,  boy,  run ;  run,  and  feek  him  out. 

Laun,  So-ho  !  fo-ho  ! 

Pro.  What  fee'ft  thou  ? 

Laun.  Him  we  go  to  find :  there's  not  a  hair 
On's  head  but  'tis  a  Valentine. 

Pro,  Valentine  ? 

Fal.  No. 

Pro.  Who  then  ?  his  fpirit  ? 

Val.  Neither. 

Pro.  What  then  ? 

VaL  Nothing. 

Laun.  Can  nothing  fpeak  ?  mafler,  (hall  I  ftrike  ? 

Pro,  Whom  would'll:  thou  flrike  ? 

Laun.  Nothing. 

Pro.  Villain,  forbear. 

Laun.  Why,  fir,  I'll  ftrike  nothing  :  I  pray  you — • 

Pro.  Sirrah,  I  fay,  forbear  :  Friend  Valentine,  a  word. 

Fal.  My  ears  are  ftopp*d,  and  cannot  hear  good  news, 
So  much  of  bad  already  hath  poflTefs'd  them. 

Pro.  Then  in  dumb  filence  will  I  bury  mine. 
For  they  are  harfh,  untuueabre,  and  bad. 
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Vol  Is  Silvia  dead  ? 

Fro.  No,  Valentine. 

VaL  NoValentinCj  indeed,  for  facrcd  Silvia,!-^ 
flath  {he  forfworn  me  ? 

Pro.  No,  Valentine. 

Val.  No,  Valentine,  if  Silvia  hayc  fbrfvi^prn  rae  !— • 
What  is  your  news  ? 

Laun.  Sir,  there's  a  proclamation  that  you  are  vanifh'd* 

Tro.  That  thou  art  banifb'd,  oh,  that  is  the  news! 
From  hence.^  from  Silvia,  and  from  me  thy  friend. 

VaL  Oh,l  have  fed  upon  this  wo  already, 
And  now  excefs  of  it  will  make  me  furfeit. 
Doth  Silvia  know  that  I  am  banifti'd  ? 

Pro.   Ay,  ay ;.  and  fhe  hath  offcr'd  to  the  doom 
(Which,  unreversed,  ftands  in  efFe£lual  force) 
A  fea  of  melting  pearl,  which  fome  call  tears : 
Thofe  at  her  father's  churlifli  feet  ftie  lender'd  ; 
With  them,  upon  her  knees,  her  humble  felf. 
Wringing  her  hands,  whofe  whitenefs  fo  became  thcm^ 
As  if  but  now  they  wa^ed  pale  for  wo  : 
l^ut  neither  bended  knees,  pure  hands  held  up, 
Sad  fighs,  deep  groans,  nor  filver-lhedding  tear?, 
Could  penetrate  her  uncompaffionate  fire  \ 
But  Valentine,  if  he.be  ta'en,  muft  die. 
Befides,  her  interceffion  chaf  M  him  fo, 
When  Ihe  for  thy  repeal  was  fuppliant, 
That  to  clofe  prifon  he  commanded  her, 
With  many  bitter  threats  of  'biding  there, 

VaU  No  more ;  unlefs  the  next  word  that  thoi^  -fptrak'il; 
Have  fome  malignant  power  upon  my  hfe  : 
(f  fo,  I  pray  thee  breathe  it  in  mine  ear. 
As  ending  anthem  of  my  endlefs  dolour. 

Pro.  Ceafe  to  lament  for  that  thou  can'ft  not  help. 
And  fludy  help  for  that  which  thou  lament'ft. 
Time  is  the  nurfe  and  breeder  of  all  good. 
Here  i-f  thou  flay,  thou  can'ft  not  fee  thy  love  ; 
Befides,  thy  ftaying  will  abridge  thy  life. 
Hope  is  a  lover's  ftafi';  walk  hence  with  that, 
And  "manage  it  againft  defpairing  thoughts. 
I'hy  letters  niay  be  here,  though^thou  art  hence  i 

Whicli* 
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Which,  being  writ  to  me,  fhall  be  deliver'd 
KVen  in  the  milk-white  bofom  of  thv  love.        • 
The  time  now  (erves  not  to  expoftulate  : 
Come,  I'll  convey  thee  through  riie  chy-gate ;  -" 
And,  ere  I  part  with  thee^  confer  at  large 
Of  all  that  may  concern  thy  love  affairs  : 
As  thou  lov^ft. Silvia,  though  not  for  thyfeli^ 
Kegard  thy  danger,  and  along  with  me. 

Fal,  I  pray  thee,  Launce,  an  if  thou  fee'ft  my  boy^ 
Bid  him  make  hafte,  and  meet  me  at  the  north' gate. 
■    Pj'o.  Go,  firrah.  find  him  out.     Come,  Valentijie. 

FaL  O5  my  dear  Silvia  !  haplefs  Valentine  \ 

[ExeuntV  Ah-E^yiiiE  cnid  Protheus, 

Laun,  I  am  but  a  fool,  look  you;  and  yet  I  have  the 
^it  to  think  my  mafler  is  a  kind  of  a  knave :  but  that's  all 
one  if  he  be  but  one  knave.  He  lives  not  now  that  knows 
rne  to  be  in  love:  yet  I  am  in  love;  but  a  team  ofhorfc 
ifhall  not  pluck  that  from  me;  nor  who  'tis  I  love,  and  yet 
^is  a  woman  :  but  what  woman,  I  will  not  tell  myfelf,  and 
yet  'tis  a  milk-maid  :  yet  'tis  not  a  maid,  for  fhe  Wh  had 
gofTips  :  yet  'tis  a  maid,  for  fhe  is  her  mafter's  maid,  ^nd 
ferves  for  wages.  She  hath  more  qualities  than  a  v/ater- 
fpaniel— which  is  much  in  a  bare  Chrillian.  Here  is  the 
cat-log  [Pulling  cut  a  paper]  of  her  conditions.  Imprimlsj 
She  can  fetch  and  carry  :  Why,  a  horfe  can  do  no  'more  : 
nay,  a  horfe  cannot  fetch,  but  only  carry  ;  therefore  is  fne 
better  than  a  jade.  Item,  She  canmilk^  look  you  :  A  fvveet 
yjrtue  in  a  m'aid  with  clean  hands. 

Enter  Speed. 

Speed.  How  now,  fignior  Launce,  what  news  with  your 
inaflerfhip  ? 

Laun.  With  my  maker's  fhip  ?   why,  it  is  at  fea. 

Speed.  Well,  your  old  vice  ilill ;  miftake  the  word  t 
What  news  then  in  your  paper  ? 

Laun.  The  blackeft  news  that  ever  thou  heardlh 
.   Speed.   ^Vhy,  man,  how  black  I 

Laun,  Why,  as  black  as  ink. 

Speed.  Let  me  read  them. 

^au7u  Fie  onthee,jolt«head3  thou  canft  not  read. 

Speed. 
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Speed,  Thou  lied,  I  can. 

Laun.  I  will  try  thee  :  Tell  me  this  ;  Who  begot  thee  I 

Speed,  Marry,  the  fon  of  my  grandfather. 

Laun,  O,  illiterate  loiterer  !  it  was  the  fon  of  thy  grand- 
mother ;  this  proves  that  thou  canft  not  read. 

Speed,  Come,  fool,  come:  try  me  in  thy  paper. 

Laun,  There  ;  and  St.  Nicholas  be  thy  fpeed  ! 

Speed,  Imprimis,  She  can  milk, 

Lau7i,  Ay,  that  (he  can. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hreivs  good  ale. 

Laun,  And  therefore  comes  the  proverb — Blefling  of 
your  heart,  you  brew  good  ale. 

Speed,  Item,  She  can  few. 

Laun,  That's  as  much  as  to  fay.  Can  flie  fo  ? 

Speed,  Item,  She  can  knit, 

Laun,  What  need  a  man  care  for  a  ftock  with  a  wench 
when  fhe  can  knit  him  a  flock. 

Speed,  Item,  She  can  waJJj  andfcour, 

Laun.  A  fpecial  virtue;    for  then  fhe  need  not  to  be 
wafh'd  and  fcour'd. 
.    Speed.  Item,  She  can  fpin. 

Laun.  Then  may  1  let  the  world  on  wheels,  when  (he 
can  fpin  for  her  living. 

Speed,  Item,  She  hath  many  namelefs  virtues, 

Laun,  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Baflard  virtues  ;  that^ 
indeed,  know  not  their  fathers,  and  therefore  have  no 
names. 

Speed,  Here  follow  her  vices. 

Laun.  Clofe  at  the  heels  of  her  virtues. 

Speed,  Item,  She  is  not  to  be  kifs'd  fafiing^  in  refpeSi  of 
hfir  breath. 

Laun,  Well  that  fault  may  be  mended  with  abreakfafl : 
Read  on. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  a  fweet  mouth, 

Laun,  That  makes  amends  for  her  four  breath. 

Speed,  Item,  She  doth  talk  in  her  fleep, 

Laun,  It's  no  matter  for  that,  fo  Ihe  fleep  not  in  her 
talk. 

Speed.  Item,  She  is  flow  in  words. 

Laun.  O  villain!  that  fet  down  among  her  vices !  To 

be 
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be  flow  In  words  Is  a  woman's  only  virtue ;  I  pray  thee, 
out  with't ;  and  place  it  for  her  chief  virtue. 

Speed,  Item,  She  is  proud. 

Laun.  Out  with  that  too!  it  was  Eve's  legacy,  and 
cannot  be  ta'en  from  her. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  no  teeth, 

Laun.  I  care  not  for  that  neither,  becaufe  I  love  crufls. 

Speed.  Item,  She  is  curjl. 

Laun.  Well;  the  beft  i?,  fhehath  no  teeth  to  bite. 

Speed,  Item,  She  will  often  praife  her  liquor. 

Laun.  If  her  liquor  be  good  Ihe  {hall :  if  fne  will  not 
I  will;  for  good  things  fliould  be  praifed. 

Speed,  Item,  She  is  too  liberal. 

Laun.  Of  her  tongue  fhe  cannot;  for  that's  writ  down 
file  is  flow  of:  of  her  purfe  (he  fhall  not ;  for  that  Tjl  keep 
fliut :  now  of  another  thing  fhe  may ;  and  that  I  cannot 
help.     Well,  proceed. 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  more  hair  than  zvit^  and  more  faults 
than  hairs^  and  more  wealth  than  faults. 

Laun.  Stop  there;  Til  have  her:  {lie  was  mine,  and 
not  mine,  twice  or  thrice  in  that  lafl:  article.  Rehearfe 
that  once  more> 

Speed.  Item,  She  hath  more  hair  than  wit-^ 

Laun.  More  hair  than  wit — it  may  be  ;  I'll  prove  it  ^ 
The  cover  of  the  fait  hides  the  fait,  and  therefore  it  is  more 
than  the  fait :  the  hair  that  covers  the  wit  is  more  than  the 
wit ;  for  the  greater  hides  the  lefs.     What's  next  ? 

Speed, — yfnd  mare  faults  than  hairs — 

Laun.  That's  monlirous :  oh,  that  that  were  out ! 

Speed. — And  more  wealth  than  faults. 

Laun.  Why,  that  word  makes  the  fault  gracious :  Well, 
I'll  have  her :  And  if  it  be  a  match,  as  nothin<)-  is  im- 
po{Iible  — 

Speed.  What  then  ? 

Laun.  Why,  then  will  I  tell  thee— that  thy  ma{ler  {lays 
for  thee  at  the  north  gate. 

Speed.  For  me ! 

Laun.  For  thee  !  ay;  who  art  thou?  he  hath  ftaid  for  a 
better  man  than  thee. 

Speed,  And  mult  I  go  to  him  ? 

7  LauK., 
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Laiin.  Thou  muft  run  to  him,  for  thou  haft  flaid To  lortg, 
that*  going  will  fcarce  ferve  the  turn. 

Speed.  Whydidft  not  tell  me  fooner  ?  pox  on  your  love- 
letters  ! 

Laiin.  N.ow  will  he  be  fwing'd  for  reading  my  letter  : 
An  unmannerly  ilave,  that  will  thruft  himfelf  into  fecrets  \ 
—I'll  after,  to  rejoice  in  the  boy's  correction.         \^Ex(nnt,. 

f- — .     .  ... — ..^ , 

SCENE    IL 
Enter  Duke  and  Thurio,  ^WProtheus  behind, 

Duke,  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not  but  that  fhe  will'lx)ye  you 
/Now  Valentine  is  banifli'd  from  her  fight. 

Thu.  Since  his  exile  fhe  hath  defpis'd  me  m oft, 
Forfworn  my  company,  and  rarl'd  at  me, 
That  I  am  defpcrate  of  obtaining  hen 

Duke.  This  weak  imprefs  of  love  is  as  a  figure 
Trench'd  in  ice ;   which  with  an  hour's  heat 
Diftblves  to  water,  and  doth  lofe  his  form. 
^A  little  time  wi]I  melt  her  frozen  thoughts, 
And  worthlefs  Valentine  fhall  be  forgot. — 
Hov/  now,  Sir  Protheus?  Is  your  countryman. 
According  to  our  proclamation,  gone? 

Pro.   Gone,  my  good  lord« 

Duke.  My  daughter  takes  his  going  heavily. 

Pro.  A  little  time,  my  lord,  will  kfjl  that  grief. 

Duke.  So  I  believe;  but  Thurio  thinks  not  fo.— 
Frotheus,  the  good  conceit  I  hold  of  thee 
(For  thou  haft  fhcwn  fome  fign  of  good  defert), 
^akcs  me  the  better  to  confei*  with  thee. 

Pro.  Longer  than  I  prove  loyal  to  your  c;race 
Let  me  not  live  to  look  upon  your  <rrace. 

Duke,  Thou  know'fthow  willingly  I  would  cfFecl 
The  match  between  Sir  Thurio  and  my  dau<^hter. 

Pro.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Duke.  x\jid  alio,  I  do  think,  thou  art  not  ignorant 
|Iow  fne  oppofes  her  againft  my  will. 

Pro,  She  did,  my  lord,  when  Valentine  was  here. 

'Duki\  Ay.  and  perveffely  fhe  perfeveres  fo. 

What 
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V/hat  mifyht  we  do  to  make  the  girl  forget 
-The  love  of  Valentine,  and  love  SIrThurio. 

Fro,  The  beft  way  is  to  Dander  Valentine 
With  falfehood,  cowardice,  and  poor  defcent ; 
Three  things  that  women  highly  hold  in  hate. 

Duke.  Ay,  but  (he'll  think  that  it  is  fpoke  in  hate. 

Fro,  Ay,  if  his  enemy  deliver  it : 
Therefore  it  mull:,  with  circumftance,  be  fpoken 
By  one  whom  fhe  eileemeth  as  his  friend. 

Duke.  Then  you  muft  undertake  to  flander  him. 

Fro.  And  that,  my  lord,  I  fhall  be  loth  to  do  : 
'Tis  an  ill  office  for  a  gentleman; 
Efpecially  againft  his  very  friend. 

Duke.  Where  your  good  word  cannot  advantage  him. 
Your  flander  never  can  endamage  him  ; 
Therefore  the  office  is  indifferent, 
Being  entreated  to  it  by  your  friend. 

Fro.  You  have  prevailed,  my  lord  :  If  I  can  do  it. 
By  aught  that  I  can  fpeak  in  bis  difpraife, 
She  fhall  not  long  continue  love  to  him. 
But  fay,  thus  weed  her  love  from  Valentine, 
It  follows  not  that  fhe  will  love  Sir  Thurio. 

Thu.  Therefore,  as  you  unwind  her  love  from  him. 
Left  it  fhould  ravel,  and  be  good  to  none, 
You  muft  provide  to. bottom  it  on  me  : 
Which  muft  be  done,  by  praifmg  me  as  much 
As  you  in  worth  difpraife  Sir  Valentine. 

Duke.   And,  Protheus,  we  dare  uuft  you  in  this  kind  ;• 
Becaufe  we  know,  on  Valentine's  report, 
You  are  already  love's  firm  votary. 
And  cannot  foon  revolt  and  change  your  mind. 
Upon  this  warrant  ftiall  you  have  accefs, 
Where  you  with  Silvia  may  confer  at  large  ; 
For  ftie  is  lump:Ih,  heavy,  melancholy. 
And,  for  your  friend's  fake,  will  be  glad  of  yqu  ;,    .  . 
Where  you  may  temper  her,  by  your  perfuafiony 
To  hate  young  Valentine,  and  love  my  friend. 

Fro.  As  much  as  I  can  do,  I  will  effect  :— 
But  you,.  Sir  Thurio,,  are  not  fharp  enough  y 
Tou  muft  lay  lim^  to  tangle  her  d^fires, 

3  B/ 
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By  v/ailful  fonnets,  whofe  compofed  rhimes 
Should  be  full  fraught  with  ferviceable  vows. 

Duke,  Ay,  much  is  the  force  of  heaven-bred  poefv- 

Pro.  Say,  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 
You  facrifice  your  tears,  your  fighs,  your  heart : 
Write  till  your  ink  be  dry;  and  with  your  tears 
Moift  it  again  ',  and  frame  fome  feeling  line 
That  may  difcover  fuch  integrity :  -* 
For  Orpheus'  lute  was  ftrung  with  poets'  finews  ; 
Whofe  golden  touch  could  foften  fteel  and  ftones. 
Make  tigers'tame,  and  huge  leviathans 
Forfake  unfounded  deeps  to  dance  on  fands. 
After  your  dire-lamenting  elegies, 
Yifit  by  night  your  lady's  chamber-window 
With  fome  fwe'et  concert ;  to  tbeir  inftruments 
Tune  a  deploring  dump ;  the  night's  dead  filence 
Will  well  become  fuch  fweet  complaining  grievance* 
This,  or  elfe  nothing,  will  inherit  her. 

Duke,    This  difcipline  fhews  thou  haft  been  in  love. 

Thu.     And  thy  advice  this  night  I'll  put  in  pradice: 
Therefore,  fweet  Protheus,  my  diredlion-giver, 
Let  us  into  the  city  prefendy 
To  fort  fome  gentlemen  well  (kill'd  in  mufic  ; 
I  have  a  fonnet  that  will  ferve  the  turn 
To  give  the  onfet  to  thy  good  advice, 

Duke,  About  it  gentlemen. 

Pro,     We'll  wait  upon  your  grace  till  after  fupper  ; 
And  afterwards  determine  our  proceedings. 

Duke,  Even  now  about  it;  I  will  pardon  you.  [Exeunt, 

*  ACT       IV^ 

SCENE    I.      J  Fore/I  leading  towards  Mantua, 
Enter  certain  Outlaws, 

I  Outlaw, 

FELLOWS,  ftand  faft  ;  I  fee  a  pafTenger. 
2  Out.  If  there  be  ten  {brink  not,  but  down  with  'em. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Speed. 

3  Out,    Stand,  fir,  and  throv/  us  what  you  have  about 
you; 
I(  not,  we'll  make  you  fit,  and  rifle  you. 

Speed* 
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tpeed.    Sir,  we  are  undone!  thefe  arc  the  villains 
That  all  the  travellers  do  fear  (o  much. 
VaL    My  friends— 

1  Out.  That's  not  fo,  fir ;  we  are  your  enemies. 

2  Out,  Peace  ;  we'll  hear  him. 

3  Out.    Ay,  by  my  beard,  will  wc ; 
For  he's  a  proper  man. 

Vah    Then  know  that  I  have  little  wealth  to  lofe: 
A  man  I  am,  crofs'd  with  adverfity ; 
My  riches  are  thefe  poor  habiliments. 
Of  which,  if  you  fhould  here  disfurnifh  me. 
You  take  the  fum  and  fubflance  that  I  have. 

2  Out.  Whither  travel  you  ? 
VaL    To  Verona. 

I  Out.  Whence  came  you  ? 
Val.    From  Milan. 

3  Out.    Have  you  long  fcjourn'd  there  ? 

yal.  Some  fixteen  months;  and  longer  might  have  ftaid, 
If  crooked  fortune  had  not  thwarted  me. 

1  Out.  What,  were  you  banifh'd  thence  ? 
VaJ,    I  was. 

2  Out.    For  what  ofFence  ? 

Val.    For  that  which  now  torments  me  to  rehearfe : 
I  kill'd  a  man,  whofe  death  I  much  repent ; 
But  yet  I  flew  him  manfully  in  fight. 
Without  falfe  'vantage,  or  bafe  treachery. 

I  Out.    W  hy  ne'er  repent  it,  if  it  were  done  fo  : 
But  were  you  banifh'd  for  fo  fmali  a  fault  ? 

Val.    I  was,  and  held  me  glad  of  fuch  a  doom. 

I  074.    Have  you  the  tongues  ? 

Val.    My  youthful  travel  therein  made  me  happy. 
Or  elfe  I  p'ften  had  been  miferable. 

3  Out,    By  the  bare  fcalp  of  Robin  Hood's  fat  friar. 
This  fellow  were  a  king  for  our  wild  faction  1 

1  Out.    We'll  have  him  :  firs,  a  word. 
Speed.'  Mafter,  be  one  of  them; 

It  is  a  kind  of  honourable  thievery. 
Val.    Peace,  villain! 

2  Out.    Tell  us  this ;  have  you  any  thing  to  take  to  ? 
VaL    Nothing  but  my  fortune. 

3  Out, 
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3  Out.    Know  then,  tliat  fome  of  us  are  gentlemer?! 
Such  as  the  fury  of  ungovern'd  youth 
Thruft  from  the  company  of  awful  men: 
Myfelf  was  from  Verona  banifh'd 
For  pra6lifmg  to  fteal  away  a  lady^ 
An  heir,  and  niece  allyM  unto  the  duke. 

2  Out.    And  I  from  Mantua,  for  a  gentlemah^v: 
Whom,  in  my  mood,  I  ftabb'd  unto  the  heart.. 

1  Out.    And  I  for  fuch  like  petty  crimes  as  thefe; 
But  to  the  purpofe — (for  we  cite  our  faults 

That  they  may  hold  excus'd  our  lawlefs  lives) 
And  partly  feeing  you  are  beautify'd 
Wich  goodly  fhape,  and  by.  your  own  report 
A  linguifl,  and  a  man  of  fuch  perfedion 
As  v/e  do  in  our  quality  much  want— 

2  Out.    Indeed,  becaufe  you  are  a  banifli'd  man. 
Therefore,  above  the  reft,  we  parley  to  you  : 

Are  you  content  to  be  our  general  ? 

To  make  a  virtue  of  necefiity^ 

And  live,  as  we  do,  in  the  wildernefs  r 

3  Out.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  v/ilt  thou  be  of  our  confort  ? 
Say  ay,  and  be  the  captain  of  us  all : 

We'll  do  thee  homage,  and, be  nil'd  by  thee, 
Love  thee  as  our  commander  and  our  king. 

1  Out.    But  if  thou  fcorn  our  courtefy  thou  dv*!"^. 

2  Out.  Thou  (halt  not  live  to  brag  what  v.e  have  offered* 
Val.    I  take  your  offer,  and  will  live  with  you.; 

Provided  that  you  do  no  outrages 
On  filly  women  or  poor  pafTengers.. 

3  Out.    No;  we  deteft  fuch  vile,  bafe  pracSlIces. 
Come,, go- with-  us,  we'll  bring  thee  to  our  crews. 
And  fhew  thee  all  the  treafure  we  have  got;. 

Which,  with  ourfelves,  all  rell  at  thy  difpofe,      {.Efceuntt 

SCENE    II .     Under  S IL VI A*s  Apartment  in'  Milam 

Enter  Protheus* 

Pre.    Already  have  I  been  falfe  to  Valentine* 
Ani  now  I  mud  be  as  unjuft  to  Tburio* 

Un<.t«'r 
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Under  the  colour  of  commending  him, 

I  have  accefs  my  own  love  to  prefer  ; 

But  Silvia  is  too  fair,  too  true,  too  holy, 

To  be  corrupted  with  my  worthlefs  gifts. 

When  I  proteft  true  loyalty  to  her, 

She  twits  me  with  my  falfehood  to  my  friend ; 

When  to  her  beauty  I  commend  my  vows, 

She  bids  me  think  how  I  have  been  forfworn 

In  breaking  faith  vy^ith  Julia  whom  I  lov*d: 

And,  notwithftanding  all  her  fudden  quips, 

The  leaft  whereof  would  quell  a  lover's  hope. 

Yet,  fpaniel-like,  the  more  fhe  fpurns  my  love 

The  more  it  grows,  and  fawneth  on  her  ftill. 

But  here  comes  Thurio :  now  muft  we  to  her  Vsrindov/, ' 

And  give  fome  evening  mufic  to  her  ear. 

Enter  Thurio  and  Muficiam. 

Thu,  How  now.  Sir  Protheus,  are  you  crept  before  us  ? 

P7-0.  Ay,  gentle  Thurio  j  for  you  know  that  love 
Will  creep  in  iervice  where  it  cannot  go. 

Thu,  Ay,  but  I  hope,  fir,  that  you  love  not  here. 

Pro,  Sir,  but  I  do ;  or  elfe  I  would  be  hence. 

Thu.  Whom,  Silvia  ? 

Pro.  Ay,  Silvia — for  your  fake. 

Thu,  I  thank  yoii  for  your  own.    Now,  gentlemen. 
Let's  time,  and  to  it  luftily  for  a  while. 

Enter  Hoft^  at  a  DiJIance-,  and  Julia  in  Boy's  Clothes. 

■     H^Jl.  Now,   my  young  gueft!  methinks   you're  ally- 
cholly;  I  pray  you  why  is  it? 

Jul.  Marry,  mine  hoft,  becaufe  I  cannot  be  merry. 

Hoji.    Come,    we'll   have  you   merry;   I'll  bring  yoa 
where  you  fhall  hear  muficj  and  fee  the  gentleman  that  you 
afkM  for. 
.    Jul.    But  fhall  I  hear  him  fpeak  ? 

Hoft.  Ay,  that  you  fiiall. 

JuL    That  will  be  mufic. 

HoJl.  Hark!  hark! 
.    yul.    Is  he  among  thefe  ? 

HoJl.  Ayj  but  peace,  let's  hear  'em. 

D  SQNG- 
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trho  h  Silvia?  what  is  Jhe^ 
T^liat  all  our  jwaim  commend  htrf 

Holy^  faivy  and  wife^  is  Jhe ; 

ne  heavens  fuch  grace  did  lend  her, 

H)atjhe  might  admired  be* 

Is  fhe  kind  as  Jhe  is  fair  ? 

For  beauty  lives  with  kindnefs : 
Love  doth  to  her  eyes  repair^ 

To  help  him  of  his  blindnefs ; 
Jndf  being  help'd^  inhabits  there. 

Then  to  Silvia  let  usjingy 

That  Silvia  is  excelling  ; 
She  excels  each  mortal  thing 

Upon  the  dull  earth  dwelling  : 
To  her  let  us  garlands  bring* 

Hojl*    How  now ?  are  you  fadder  than  you  were  before? 
How  do  you,  man  ?  the  mufic  likes  you  not. 

7w/.    You  miftake;  the  mufician  likes  me  not* 

Hojl.  Why,  my  pretty  youth  ? 

Jul     He  plays  falfe,  father  ? 

'HoJI,  How?  out  of  tune  on  the  firings  ? 

JuL    Not  fo ;  but  yet  fo  falfe  that  he  grieves  my  very 
heart-ftrings. 

Hojl.  You  have  a  quick  car. 

7«/.    Ay,  I  would  I  were  deaf?  it  makes  mc  have  a 
Sow  heart. 

Hofl,  I  perceive  you  delight  not  in  mufic, 

*juL    Not  a  whit  when  it  jars  fo, 

Hojl,  Hark  !  what  fine  change  is  in  the  mufic. 

Jul,    Ay,  that  change  is  the  fpite. 

B.oft*  You  would  have  them  always  play  but  one  thing, 

Jul    I  would  always  have  one  play  but  one  thing. 
But,  hoft,  doth  this  Sir  Protheus,  that  we  talk  on. 
Often  refort  unto  this  gentlewoman  ? 

Hojl,  I  tell  you  what  Launce  his  man  told  me,  he  lov*4 
her  out  of  all  nick. 

Jul    Where  is  Launce  ? 

mji. 
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Hofl,  Gone  to  feelc  his  dog ;  which  to-morrow,  by 
his  mafter's  command,  he  muft  carry  for  a  prefent  to  his 
lady. 

Jul.    Peace !  ftand  afide,  the  company  parts. 

Pro.    Sir  Thurio,  fear  not  you  !  I  will  fo  plead, 
That  you  (hall  fay  my  cunning  drift  excels. 

nu.  Where  meet  we  ? 

Pro,    At  Saint  Gregory's  well. 

nu.  Farewell.  [Exeunt  Thuriq  and  Muftc 

Silvia  appears  above  at  her  Window, 

Pro,  Madam,  good  even  to  your  ladylhip. 
Sil.    I  thank  you  for  your  mulic,  gentlemen : 
Who  is  that  fpake? 

Pro,  One,  lady,  if  you  knew  his  pure  heart's  truth 
You'd  quickly  learn  to  know  him  by  his  voice. 
Sil,    Sir  Pro  the  us,  as  I  take  it. 
Pro,  Sir  Protheus,  gentle  lady,  and  your  fer vant. 
Sil,    What  is  your  will  ? 
Pro.  That  I  may  compafs  yours. 
Sil.    You  have  your  wilh ;  my  will  is  even  this— 
That  prefently  you  hie  you  home  to  bed. 
Thou  fubtle,  perjurM,  talfe,  diiloyal  man  ! 
Think'ft  thou  I'm  fo  fhallow,  fo  conceitleft, 
To  be  feduc'd  by  thy  flattery, 
That  haft  deceived  fo  many  with  thy  vows  ? 
Return,  return,  and  make  thy  love  amends. 
For  me,  by  this  pale  queen  of  night  I  fwear 
I  am  fo  f^r  from  granting  thy  requeft, 
That  I  defpife  thee  for  thy  wrongful  fuit ; 
And  by  and  bye  intend  to  chide  myfelf. 
Even  for  this  time  I  fpend  in  talking  to  thee. 

Pro,  I  grant,  fweet  love,  that  I  did  love  a  lady; 
But  Ihe  is  dead. 

Jul,  [Afide.^  'Twere  falfe,  if  I  fhould  fpeak  it; 
For  I  am  fure  (he  is  not  buried. 

Sil,    Say  that  fhe  be,  yet  Valentine  thy  friend 
Survives;  to  whom  thyfelf  art  witnefs 
I  am  betroth'd ;  and  art  thou  not  afbam'd 
To  wrong  him  with  thy  importunacy? 
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Pro.  I  likewife  hear  that  Valentine  is  dead. 
5/7.    And  fo  lappofe  am  I ;  for  in  his  grave 
Allure  thyfelf  my  love  is  buried. 

Pro.  Sweet  lady,  let  me  rake  it  from  the  earth. 
SiL    Go  to  thy  lady's  grave  and  call  her's  thence  ; 
Or,  at  the  leaft,  in  her's  fepulchre  thine. 
Jul.   [Jftde.]    He  heard  not  that. 
Pro.  Madam,  if  that  your  heart  be  fo  obdurate^ 
Vouchfafe  me  yet  your  picture  for  my  love, 
The  pifture  that  is  hanging  in  your  chamber; 
To  that  I'll  fpeak,  to  that  I'll  figh  and  v/eep  i 
For,  fince  the  fubftance  of  your  perfect  felf 
Is  elfe  devoted,  I  am  but  a  fhadow; 
And  to  your  fhadow  will  I  m2>ke  true  love, 

Jul.  \_Afide.'\    If  'twere  a  fubftance^  you  would   furc 
deceive  it, 
And  make  it  but  a  fhadow^  as  I  am. 

5/7.    I  am  very  loath  to  be  your  idol,  fir ; 
But,  fmce  your  falfehood  fhall  become  you  well 
To  worfhip  fhadows,  and  adore  falfe  fhapes. 
Send  to  me  in  the  morning,  and  I'll  fend  it; 
And  fo  good  reft. 

Pro.    As  wretches  have  o'er  night 
That  wait  for  execution  in  the  morn. 

[Exeunt  Protheus  and  Silvia, 
Jul.    Hoft,  will  you  go  ? 
^HojL  By  my  hallidom  I  was  fall:  afleep. 
JuL    Pray  you,  where  lies  Sir  Protheu-s  ? 
Hojf.  Marry,  at  my  houfc  :  truft  me  I  think  'tis  aliiroft 
«day. 

'Jul,    Not  fo  ;  but  it  hath  been  the  longeft  night 
l^hat  e'er  I  watch'd,  and  the  moft  heavieft.  [ExetcnU 

SCENE     III. 

Enter    Eglamour. 

Egl    This  is  the  hour  that  madaiii  Silvia 
Entreated  me  to  call,  and  know  her  mind  ; 
There's  fome  great  matter  ihe'd  employ  me  in,— 
Madam,  madam ! 

SlLVXA 
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Silvia  above  at  her  Window, 

SiL    Who  calls  ? 

EgL  Your  fervant  and  your  friend  ; 
One  that  attends  your  ladyfhip's  command. 

Sil.    JSjr  Eglamour,  a  thoufand  times  good  morrow. 

Egh  As  many,  worthy  lady,  to  yourfelf. 
According  to  your>  ladylhip's  impol'e, 
I  am  thus  early  come  to  know  what  fervice 
It  IS  your  pleafure  to  command  me  in, 

SiL    O,  Eglamour !  thou  art  a  gentleman 
(Think  not  I  flatter,  for  I  fw^'ar  I  do  not) 
Valiant,  wife,  remorfeful,  well  accomplilh'd^ 
Thou  art  not  ignorant  what  dear  good  will 
I  bear  unto  the  banifh'd  Valentine  3 
Nor  how  my  father  would  enforce  me  marry 
Vain  Vhurio,  whom  my  very  foul  abhors. 
Thyfelf  haft  lov'd ;  and  I  have  heard  thee  fay 
No  grief  did  ever  come  fo  near  thy  heart. 
As  when  thy  lady  and  thy  true  love  dy'd, 
Upon  whofe  grave  thou  vow'dft  pure  chaftitv. 
Sir  Eglamour,  I  would  to  Valentine, 
To  Mantua,  where  I  hear  he  makes  abode  ; 
And,  for  the  ways  are  dangerous  to  pafs, 
I  do  defire  thy  worthy  company. 
Upon  whofe  faith  and  honour  I  repofe. 
Urge  not  my  father's  anger,  Eglamour, 
But  think  upon  my  grief,  a  lady's  grief; 
And  on  the  juftice  of  my  flying  hence, 
To  keep  me  from  a  moft  unholy  match, 
Which  heaven  and  fortune  ftill  reward  with  plagues > 
I  do  defire  thee,  eyen  from  a  heart 
As  full  of  forrows  as  the  fea  of  fands. 
To  bear  me  company,  and  go  with  me ; 
Jf  not,  to  hide  what  1  have  faid  to  thee. 
That  I  may  venture  to  depart  alone. 

EgL    Madam,  I  pity  much  your  grievances ; 
Which,  fmce  I  know  they  virtuoufly  arc  plac'd, 
I  give  confent  to  go  along  with  you; 
Recking  as  little  what  betideth  me, 
AvJ  jnuch  I  wifh  all  good  befortune  you. 
When  will  you  go  ? 

P  3  ^/^ 
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SIL  This  evening  coming. 

£gL  Where  fhall  I  meet  you  ? 

Sil.  At  friar  Patrick's  cell, 
Where  I  intend  holy  confeffion. 

EgL  I  will  not  fail  your  ladyflilp  : 
Good-morrow,  gentle  lady. 

Si/,  Good-morrow,  kind  Sir  Eglemour.  ^Exeunt* 

Enter  Launce,  with  his  Dog, 

Laun.  When  a  man's  fervant  fhall  play  the  cur  with  him, 
look  you,  it  goes  hard :  one  that  I  brought  up  of  a  puppy  ; 
one  that  I  fav'd  from  drowning,  when  three  or  four  of  his 
blind  brothers  and  fifters  went  to  it!  I  have  taught  him— 
even  as  one  would  fay  precifely,  Thus  I  would  teach  a  dog. 
I  was  fent  to  deliver  him  as  a  prefent  to  MIftrefs  Silvia, 
from  my  mafter;  and  I  came  no  fooner  into  the  dining- 
chamber  but  he  fteps  me  to  her  trencher,  and  fteals  her 
capon's  leg.  O,  'tis  a  foul  thing,  wnen  a  cur  cannot  keep 
himfelf  in  all  companies !  I  would  have^  as  one  jftiould  fay, 
one  that  takes  upon  him  to  be  a  dog  indeed,  to  be,  as  it 
were,  a  dog  at  all  things.  If  I  had  not  had  more  wit  than 
he,  to  take  a  fault  upon  me  that  he  did,  I  think  verily  he 
had  been  hangM  for't ;  fure  as  I  live  he  had  fufFer'd  for't : 
you  fhall  judge.  He  thrufts  me  himfelf  into  the  company 
of  three  or  four  gentlemen-like  dogs  under  the  duke's  table: 
he  had  not  been  there  (blefs  the  mark)  a  pilling  while,  but 
all  the  chamber  fmelt  him.  Out  with  the  dog^  fays  one; 
What  cur  is  that  F  fays  another  ;  fFhip  him  out,  fays  the  third ; 
Hang  him  up,  fays  the  duke  :  I,  having  been  acquainted  with 
the  fmell  before,  knew  it  was  Crab;  and  goes  me  to  the 
fellow  that  whips  the  dogs :  Friend,  quoth  I,  you  mean  to 
whip  the  dog  ?  Ay,  marry,  do  I,  quoth  he.  Tou  do  him  the 
more  wrong,  quoth  I ;  'twas  I  did  the  thing  you  wot  of.  He 
makes  no  more  ado,  but  whips  me  out  of  the  chamber. 
How  many  maflers  would  do  this  for  their  fervant?  nay, 
I'll  be  fworn  I  have  fat  in  the  flocks  for  puddings  he  hath 
flolen,  otherwife  he  had  been  executed:  I  have  flood 
on  the  pillory  for  geefe  he  hath  kill'd,  otherwife  he  had  fuf- 
fjr'd  for't :  thou  think'fl  not  of  this  now  ! — Nay,  I  remem- 
ber the  trick  you  ferv'd  me,  when  I  took  my  leave  of  ma- 
dam Silvia  3  did  not  I  bid  thee  flill  mark  me, "and  do  as  I 
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do?  when  did  ft  thou  fee  me  heave  up  my  J  eg,  and  make 
water  againft  a  gentlewoman's  farthingale  ?  didft  thou  ever 
fee  me  do  fuch  a  trick  ? 

£«/^rPROTHEUs //W  Julia. 
Pro.  Sebaftian  is  thy  name  ?  I  like  thee  well. 
And  will  employ  tftee  in  fome  fervice  prefently. 

?uL  In  what  you  pleafe ; — I'll  do,  Sir,  what  I  can, 
ro.  I  hope  thou  wilt.— How  now,  you  whorefon  pea- 
fant,  [To  Launch. 

Where  have  you  been  theTe  two  days  loitering? 

Laun.  Marry,  fir,  I  carry'd  miftrefs  Silvia  the  dog  yon 
bade  me. 

Pro,  And  what  fays  fhe  to  my  little  jewel  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  fhe  fays  your  dog  was  a  cur ;  and  tejls 
you  currlfh  thanks  is  good  enough  for  fuch  a  prefent. 

Pro.  But  fhe  receiv'd  my  dog  ? 

Lawu  No,  indeed,  fhe  did  not:  here  I  have  brought  hirn 
back  again. 

Pro.  What,  didft  thou  offer  her  this  from  me  ? 

Laun.  Ay,  fir ;  the  other  fquirrel  was  ftol'n  from  me  by 
the  hangman's  bov  in  the  market-place  :  and  then  I  offer'd 
her  mine  own ;  who  is  a  dog  as  big  -as  ten  of  yours,  and, 
therefore  the  gift  the  greater. 

Prtf.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  and  find  my  dog  again, 
Or  ne'er  return  again  into  my  fight. 
Away,  I  (Tiy  :   Stay'ft  thou  to  vex  me  here  ? 
A  flave,  that  ftill  an  end  turns  me  to  fhame. 

[.Exit  Launce^ 

Sebaftian,  I  have  entertained  thee, 
Partly,  that  I  have  need  of  fuch  a  youth, 
That  can  with  fome  difcretion  do  my  bufinefs. 
For  'tis  no  trufting  to  yon  foolifh  lov/t ; 
But  chiefly  for  thy  face,  and  thy  behaviour ; 
Which  (if  my  augury  deceive  me  not) 
Witnefs  good  bringing  up,  fortune,  and  truth : 
Therefore  know  thou  ;  for  this  I  entertai  n  thee. 
Go  prefently,  and  take  this  ring  with  thee 
Deliver  it  to  madam  Silvia: 
She  lov'd  me  well,  delivered  it  to  me. 

D  4  Jul. 
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Jul,  It  feems  you  lov'd  not  her,  to  leave  her  token  ; 
She's  dead,  belike. 

Pro.  Not  fo ;  I  think  Ihe  lives. 

Jul  Alas  ! 

Pro.  Why  do'ft  thou  cry  alas  ? 

JuL  I  cannot  choofe  but  pity  her. 

Pro,  Wherefore  fhould'ft  thou  pity  her  ? 

Jul,  Becauie,  nrjethinks,  that  Ihe  lov'd  you  as  well 
As  you  do  love  your  lady  Silvia  : 
She  dreanis  on  him  that  has  forgot  her  love  ; 
You  doat  on  her  that  cares  not  for  your  love. 
^Tis  pity  love  fliould  be  fo  contrary, 
And,  thinking  on  it,  makes  me  cry  alas  ! 

Pro.  Well,  give  her  that  ring,  and  therewithal 
This  letter; — that's  her  chamber.- — Tell  my  lady, 
I  claim  the  promife  for  her  heavenly  pidure. 
Your  mellage  done,  hie  home  unto  my  chamber, 
Where  thou  Ihalt  find  me  fad  and  folitary. 

\^Exit  Protheus, 
Jul.  How  many  women  would  do  fuch  a  me/iage  \ 
Al^s,  poor  Protheus  !  thou  haft  entertain'd 
A  fox  to  be  the  fhepherd  of  thy  lambs  : 
AUs,  poor  fool  !   why  dp  1  pity  him 
That  with  his  very  heart  defpifeth  me  ? 
Becaufe  he  loves  her  he  defpifeth  me  \ 
Becaufe  I  love  him  I  muit  pity  him. 
This  ring  I  gave  him  when  he  parted  from  me^ 
To  bind  him  to  remember  my  good  will : 
Ajidnow  I  am  (unhappy  meflenger) 
To  plead  for  that  which  I  would  not  obtain  ; 
To  carry  that  which  I  v/ould  have  refus'tl  \ 
To  praiie  his  faith  whxh  I  would  have  difprais'd, 
I  am  my  mafler^s  true  confirmed  love  j 
JBut  cannot  be  true  fervant  to  my  mafter, 
Unlefs  I  prove  falfe  traitor  to  myfelf. 
Yet  will  I  woo  for  him  ;  but  yet  fo  coldly. 
As,  heaven  it  knows,  I  would  not  have  hmi  fpeed. 

Enter  Silvia. 
Gentlewoman,  good-day  !  I  pray  you  be  my  mean 

T«  bring  me  where  to  fpcak  v/ith  madam  Silvia. 
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SiL  What  would  you  with  her,  if  that  I  be  (he  ? 
Jul.  If  you  be  fhe,  I  do  entreat  your  patience 
To  hear  me  fpeak  the  mefl'age  I  am  fent  on. 
SiJ.  From  whom  ? 

yul.  From  my  mafter,  Sir  Protheus,  madam, 
S/Y.  Oh  !  he  fends  you  for  a  pi(Sture  f 
jful.  Ay,  madam. 
ibV/.  Urfula,  bring  my  picSlure  there. 

[Pi<^ur£  brought. 

Go^  give  your  mafter  this  :  tell  him  from  me. 
One  Julia,  that  his  changing  thoughts  forget, 
Would  better  fit  his  chamber  than  this  fhadow. 
Jul.  Madam,  pleafe  you  perufe  this  letter. 
Pardon  me,  madam  ;  I  have  unadvis'd 
peliver'd  you  a  paper  that  I  fhould  not ; 
This  is  the  letter  to  your  ladyfhip. 

SiL  I  pray  thee  let  me  look  on  that  again. 
yul.  It  may  not  be ;  good  madam,  pardon  me. 
SiL  There,  hold. 
I  will  not  look  upon  your  mafter's  lines  : 
I  know  they  are  ft:uff"'d  with  proteftations, 
And  full  of  new-found  oaths  ;  which  he  will  break 
y\s  eafily  as  I  do  tear  this  paper. 

JuL  Madam,  he  fends  your  ladyfliip  this  ring. 

S//.  The  more  fliame  for  him  that  he  fends  it  me'; 
For,  1  have  heard  him  f&y  a  thoufand  times. 
His  Julia  gave.it  him  at  his  departure: 
Though  his  falfe  finger  hath  profan'd  the  ring, 
Mine  fhall  not  do  his  Julia  fo  much  wrong. 

yuL  She  thanks  you. 

iSV/.  What  fay'fl  thou? 

JuL  I  thank  you,  madam,  that  you  tender  her : 
Poor  gentlewoman  !  my  mafter  wrongs  her  much. 

iS//.  Doft  thou  know  her  ? 

yW.  Almoft  as  well  as  I  do  know  myftlf : 
To  think  upon  her  woes,  I  do  proteft 
That  I  have  v/ept  an  hundred  feveral  times. 

Si/,  Belike  fhe  thinks  that  Protheus  hath  forfook  her. 

JuL  I  think  (he  doth ;  and  that's  her  caufe  of  forrow.      " 

Sih  Is  fhe  not  pairing  fair? 

JuL^ 
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Jul,  She  hath  been  fairer,  madam,  than  fhe  is  : 
When  fhe  did  think  my  mafter  lov'dher  well. 
She,  in  my  judgment,  was  as  fair  as  you  ; 
But  fmce  flie  did  neglect  her  looicing-glafs. 
And  threw  her  fun-expelling  mafk  away, 
The  air  hath  ftarv'd  the  rofes  in  her  cheeks, 
Andpinch*d  the  lily-tin6lure  of  her  face, 
That  now  fhe  is  become  as  black  as  I. 

Sil.  How  tall  was  fhe  ? 

jfuL  About  my  ftature :  for,  at  Pentecofl, 
"When  all  our  pageants  of  delight  wereplayM, 
Our  youth  got  me  to  play  the  woman's  pari. 
And  I  was  trimm'd  in  madam  Julia's  gown ; 
Which  ferved  me  as  fit,  by  all  men's  judgment. 
As  if  the  garment  had  been  made  forme  : 
Therefore  I  know  fhe  is  about  my  height. 
And,  at  that  time,  I  made  her  weep  a-good, 
For  I  did  play  a  lamentable  part : 
Madam,  'twas  Ariadne,  paflioning 
For  Thefeus' perjury,  and  unjufl  flight; 
Which  I  fo  lively  a6ted  with  my  tears 
That  my  poor  miflrefs,  moved  therewithal, 
Wept  bitterly ;  and,  v/ould  I  might  be  dead, 
If  I  in  thought  felt  not  her  very  forrow  ! 

SiL  She  is  beholden  to  thee,  gentle  youth  :•— 
Alas,  poor  lady  !  defolate  and  left ! — 
I  weep  myfelf,  to  think  upon  thy  words ; 
Here,  youth^  there  is  my  purfe  ;  I  give  thee  this 
For  thy  fweet  miilrcfs'  fake,  becaufe  thou  lov'ft  her. 
Farewell.  [Exit  Silvia. 

Jul.  And  fhe  fhall  thank  you  for't,  if  e'er  you  know  her.— 
A  virtuous  gentlewoman,  mild  and  beautiful. 
I  hope  my  mafter's  fuit  will  be  but  cold. 
Since  fhe  refpeils  my  miftrefs'  love  fo  much. 
Alas,  how  love  can  trifle  with  itfelf ! 
^ere  is  her  pi6ture  :  Let  me  fee ;  I  think. 
If  I  had  fuch  a  tire,  this  face  of  mine 
Were  full  as  lovely  as  is  this  of  her's  : 
And  yet  the  painter  flatter'd  her  a  little, 
Unleis  I  flatter  with  myfelf  too  much. 
Her  hair  is  auburn,  mifle  is  perfedb  yellow: 

If 
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If  that  be  all  the  difference  in  his  love 

rU  get  me  fuch  a  coloured  periwig. 

Her  eyes  are  grt;y  as  glafs  ;  and  fo  are  mine  : 

Ay,  but  her  forehead's  low  ;  and  mine's  as  high. 

What  fhould  it  be  chat  he  refpefts  in  her. 

But  I  can  make  refpedlive  in  myfelf, 

If  this  fond  love  were  not  a  blinded  god  ? 

Come,  fhadow,  come,  and  take  this  (hadowup. 

For  'tis  thy  rival.     O,  thou  fenfelefs  form ! 

Thou  (halt  be  worftiipp'd,  kifs'd,  lov'd,  and  ador'd; 

And,  were  there  fenfe  in  his  idolatry. 

My  fubftance  fhould  be  ftatue  in  thy  ftead. 

I'll  ufe  thee  kindly  for  thy  miftrefs'  fake, 

That  us'd  me  fo  j  or  elfe,  by  Jove  I  vow, 

I  fhould  have  fcratch'd  out  your  unfeeing  eyes. 

To  make  my  matter  out  of  love  with  thee.  [Exit, 


A    C    T      V. 

SCENE    I.     Near  the  Friar's  Cell,  in  Milaru 
Enter  Eglamour. 

Eglamour. 

THE  fun  begins  to  gild  the  weftern  fky ; 
And  now  it  is  about  the  very  hour 
That  Silvia  at  friar  Patrick's  cell  fhould  meet  me. 
She  will  not  fail ;  for  lovers  break  not  hours, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  come  before  their  time; 
So  much  they  fpur  their  expedition. 
See  where  fhe  comes :  Lady,  a  happy  evening. 

Eyiter  Silvia. 

ZiL  Amen,  amen  !  go  on,  good  Eglamour, 
Out  at  the  poftern  by  the  abbey- v/all  j 
1  fear  I  am  attended  by  fome  fpies. 

EgL  Fear  not :  the  forefl  is  not  three  leagues  off; 
If  we  recover  that,  we  are  fure  enough.  [Exeunt. 

7  SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E   II.     An  Apartment  in  the  Duke's  Palace, 
Enter  Thurio,  Protheus,  and  Julia, 

Tbu.  Sir  Protheus,  what  fays  Silvia  to  my  fuit  ? 

Pro.  Oh,  fir,  I  find  her  milder  than  flie  was  j 
^nd  yet  flie  takes  exceptions  at  your  perfon. 

Thu.  What,  that  my  leg  is  too  long  ? 

Pro.  No  5  that  it  is  too  little. 

IThzc,  ri}  wear  a  boot  to  make  it  fomewhat  rounder. 

Pro,  But  love  will  not  be  fpurr'd  to  what  it  loaths. 

Thu.  What  fays  fhe  to  my  face  ? 

Pro.  She  fays  it  is  a  fair  one. 

Thu.  Nay,  then  the  wanton  lies  ;  my  face  is  black. 

Pro.  But  pearls  are  fair ;  and  the  old  faying  is, 
«  Black  men  are  pearls  in  beauteous  ladies'  eyes." 

yul.  'Tis  true,  fuch  pearls  as  put  out  ladies'  eyes ; 
For  I  had  rather  wink  than  look  on  them.  [AJide, 

Thu.  How  likes  fhe  my  difcourfe  ? 

Pro,  111,,  when  )/pu  talk  of  war. 

Thu,  But  well  when  I  difcourfe  of  love  and  peace  ? 

Jul,  But  better,  indeed,  when  you  hold  your  peace. 

IJftde. 

Thu.   What  fays  (he  to  my  valour  ? 

Pro.  Oh,  fir,  fhe  makes  no  doubt  of  that. 

Jul,  She  needs  not,  when  fhq  knovi^s  it  cowardice. 

[Afide., 

Thu,  "What  fays  fhe  to  my  birth  ? 

Pro.  That  you  are  well  deriv'd. 

yul.  True ;  from  a  gentleman  to  a  fooL  [Aftde. 

Thu.  Confiders  fhe  my  polTefTions  ? 

Pro,  O,  ay;  and  pities  them. 

Thu,  Wherefore? 

Jul,  That  fuch  an  afs  fhould  owe  tliem.  [Afide^ 

Pro.  I'hat  th^y  are  out  by  leafe.  '    ■  ' 

yul.  Here  conies  the  duke. 

.  Jlnfcr  Duke, 
Duke.  Hov/  now,  Sir  Protheus  ?  How  nowj  Thurio? 
Which  of  you  law  Sir  E glamour  of  lat<j  ? 
Thu.  Not  I. 
Pi-Q.  Nor  1. 

Duke. 
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Duke,  Saw  you  my  daughter  ? 
Pro,      Neither. 

Duke.  Why  then  (he's  fled  unto  that  peafant  Valentine} 
And  Eglamour  is  in  her  company. 
'Tis  true ;  for  friar  Laurence  met  them  both 
As  he  in  penance  wander'd  through  the  forefl; 
Him  he  knew  well,  and  guefs'd  that  it  was  fhe  ; 
But,  being  mafk'd,  he  was  not  fure  of  it : 
Befides,  fhe  did  intend  confeflion 
At  Patrick's  cell  this  even ;  and  there  fhe  was  not : 
Thefe  likelihoods  confirm  her  flight  from  hence. 
Therefore,  I  pray  you,  ftand  not  to  difcourfe. 
But  mount  you  prefently;  and  meet  with  me 
Upon  the  rifing  of  the  mountain-foot 
That  leads  toward  Mantua,  whither  they  are  fled: 
Difpatch,  fweet  ge^itlemen,  and  follow  me.     [^Exk  Dukei 

Thu.  Why  this  it  is  to  be  a  peevifli  girl. 
That  flies  her  fortune  when  it  follows  her : 
I'll  after;  more  to  be  reveng'd  on  Eglamour 
Than  for  the  love  of  recklefs  Silvia. 

p}'o.    And  I  will  follow,  more  for  Silvia's  love 
Than  hate  of  Eglamour  that  goes  with  her, 

Jul.    And  I  will  foUov/  m&ie  to  crofs  that  love 
Than  hate  for  Silvia  that  is  gone  for  love.  [Exeunf^ 


SCENE     III.       ne  Foreji, 
Enter  Silvia  and  Outlaws, 

1  Out,    Come,  come; 

Be  patient,  we  muft  bring  you-  to  our  captain. 

5/7.    A  thoufand  more  mifchances  than  this  one 
Have  learned  me  how  to  brook  this  patiently. 

2  Out.    Come,  bring  her  away, 

I  Ouu    Where  is  the  gentleman  that  was  with  her  t 

3  Out     Being  nimble-footed,  he  hath  outrun  us ; 
But  Mcyfes  and  Valerius  follow  him. 

Go  thou  with  her  to  the  weft  end  of  the  wood,  '  ^jv 
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There  Is  our  captiin  ;  we'll  fdlow  him  that's  fled; 
The  thicket  is  befet,  he  cannot  efcape. 

I  Out,    Come,  I  muft  bring  vou  to  our  captain's  cave; 
Fear  not ;  he  bears  an  honourable  mind. 
And  will  not  ufe  a  woman  lawlefsly. 

SiL    O  Valentine,  this  I  endure  for  thee  !         [Exeunt* 


SCENE    IV.     The  Outlaws'  Cave  in  the  Foreji, 

Enter  Valentine. 

Val.    How  ufe  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man ! 
This  fhadowy  defart,  unfrequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flouriftiing  peopled  towns : 
Here  can  I  fit  alone,  unfeen  of  any. 
And  to  the  nightingale's  complaining  notes 
Tune  my  diftrefTes,  and  record  my  woes. 
O  thou !  that  doft  inhabit  in  my  breaft. 
Leave  not  the  manfion  fo  long  tenantlefs ; 
Left,  growing  ruinous,  the  building  fall. 
And  leave  no  memory  of  what  it  v^as  I 
Repair  me  with  thy  prefence,  Silvia; 
Thou  gentle  nymph,  cherifli  thy  forlorn  fwain  !— 
What  hallowing  and  what  ftir  is  this  to-day  ? 
Thefe  are  my  mates,  that  make  their  wills  their  law. 
Have  fome  unhappy  pafTenger  in  chace : 
They  love  me  well ;  yet  1  have  much  to  do 
To  keep  them  from  uncivil  outrages. 
Withdraw  thee,  Valentine  \  Who's  this  come's  here  ? 

\y  Ai..  Jleps  aftde, 

£«f^r  f  ROTHEUS,  Silvia,  fl;?^  Julia. 

Pro,    Madam,  this  fervice  J^ave  I  done  for  you 
(Though  you  refpe(Sl  not  aught  your  fervant  doth). 
To  hazard  life,  and  refcue  you  from  him 
That  would  have  forc'd  your  honour  and  your  lovc^ 
Vouchfafe  rt^  for  my  meed  but  one  fair  look ; 

A  fmallcr 
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A  fmaller  boon  than  this  I  cannot  beg. 
And  lefs  than  this  I  am  fure  you  cannot  give. 

VaL    How  like  a  dream  is  this  I  fee  and  hear  ! 
Love,  lend  me  patience  to  forbear  a  wrhile.  [4ftde, 

SiL    O  miferable,  unhappy  that  I  am  ! 

Pro.  Unhappy  were  you,  madam,  ere  I  came ; 
But,  by  my  coming,  I  have  made  you  happy. 

SiL    By  thy  approach  thou  mak'ft  me  moil  unhappy* 

Jul,    And  me,  when  he  approacheth  to  your  prefence. 

SiL    Had  I  been  feized  by  an  hungry  lion 
I  would  have  been  a  breakfafl  to  the  beaft. 
Rather  than  have  falfe  Protheus  refcue  me. 
Oh  ! .  heaven  be  judge  how  I  love  Valentine, 
Whofe  life's  as  tender  to  me  as  my  foul ; 
And  full  as  much  (for  more  there  cannot  be) 
I  do  deteft  falfe,  perjur'd  Protheus; 
Therefore  be  gone,  folicit  me  no  more. 

Pro,    What  dangerous  a6lion,  ftood  it  next  to  death. 
Would  I  not  undergo  for  one  calm  look  ? 
Oh  !  'tis  the  curfs  in  love,  and  ftill  approv'd, 
When  women  cannot  love  where  they're  belov'd. 

SiL    When  Protheus  cannot  love  where  he's  belov*(^ 
Read  over  Julia's  heart,  thy  firft  beft  love. 
For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  didfl  then  rend  thy  faith 
Into  a  thoufand  oaths ;  and  all  thofe  oaths 
Defcended  into  perjury  to  love  me. 
Thou  haft  no  faith  left  now,  unkfs  thou  hadft  two, 
And  that's  fer  worfe  than  none;  better  have  none 
Than  plural  faith,  which  is  too  much  by  one  i 
Thou  counterfeit  to  thy  true  friend  I 

Pro»   In  love 
Wiio  refpefts  friend? 

SiL    All  men  but  Protheus. 

Pre,   Nay,  if  the  gentle  fpirit  of  moving  Words  > 
Can  no  vtray  change  you  to-  a  milder  form 
J'U  woo  you,  like  a  foldier,  at  arms  end ; 
And  love  you  'gamft  the  nature  of  love,  force  vou. 

SiL   Oh,  heaven!  ^ 

Pre; 
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Pro.  I'll  force  thee  yield  to  my  clefire. 

Val.    Ruffian,  let  go  that  rude  uncivil  touch; 
Thou  friend  of  an  ill  failiion  I 

Pro.    Valentine ! 

Val.    Thou  common  friend,  that's  without  faith  or  lovd 
(For  fuch  is  a  friend  now) ;  treacherous  man ! 
Thou  haft  beguiled  my  hopes ;  nought  but  mine  eye 
Could  have  perfuaded  me :  now  I  dare  not  fay 
I  have  one  friend  alive ;  thou  would'ft  difprove  me.. 
Who  fhould  be  trufted  when  one*s  own  right  hand 
Is  perjur'd  to  the  bofom  ?    Protheus, 
I  am  forry  I  mufc  never  truft  thee  more,^ 
But  count  the  world  a  ftranger  for  thy  fake. 
The  private  wound  is  deepeft  :  Oh  time,  moft  curft^f 
'Mongft  all  foes  that  a  friend  fliould  be  the  worft ! 

Pro,    My  ihame  and  guilt  confounds  me. — 
Forgive  me,  Valentine :  if  hearty  forrow 
Be  a  fufficient  ranfom  for  offence, 
I  tender  it  here ;  I  do  as  truly  fuffer 
As  e'er  I  did  commit. 

VaL    Then  I  am  paid  ; 
And  once  again  I  do  receive  thee  honefl  i--- 
Who  by  repentance  is  not  fatisfy'd. 
Is  nor  of  heaven,  nor  earth  ;  for  thefe  are  pleas'd; 
By  penitence  the  Eternal's  wrath's  appeas'd:— . 
And,  that  my  love  may  appear  plain  and  free. 
All  that  was  mine  in  Silvia  I  give  thee* 

JuL    Oh  mc,  unhappy  !  [Faints. 

Pro,  Look  to  the  boy. 

VaL    Why,  boy!  why,  wag!  how  now?  what  is  the 
matter  ? 
Look  up ;  fpeak. 

Jul.    O  good  fir,  my  mailer  charg'd  me 
To  deliver  a  ring  to  madam  Silvia; 
W^hich,  out  of  my  negledt,  was  never  done. 

Pro.    Where  is  that  ring,  boy  ?  . 

JuL    Here  'tis ;  this  is  it.  [Gives  a  Riff^'^ 

Pro.    How  !  let  me  fee  f 
Why  th'is  is  the  ring  I  gave  to  Julia.  -  ^    •     •    - 

3  JuU 
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Jul    Oh  !  cry  yoiir  mercy;  fir^  I  have  miftook ; 
This  is  the  ring  you  fent  to  Silvia.     [^Shews  another  Ring* 
,    Pro.  But  how  cam'ft  thou  by  this  ring  ?  at  my  depart 
I  gave  this  unto  Juha. 

Jul.    And  Julia  herfelf  did  give  it  me  ; 
And  Julia  herlelf  hath  brought  it  hither* 

Fro.    How  !  Julia  ? 

"Jul.    Behold  her  that  gave  aim  to  all  thy  oaths. 
And  entertained  them  deeply  in  her  heart : 
How  oft  haft  thou  with  perjury  cleft  the  root  ? 
Oh,  Protheus  !  let  this  habit  make  thee  blufh. 
Be  thou  aftiam'd  that  I  have  took  upon  me 
Such  an  immodeft  raiment;  if  fhame  live 
In  a  difguife  of  love  : 
It  is  the  leiTer  blot;  mbdefty  finds, 
Women  to  change  their  fhapes,  than  men  their  minds* 

Pro.    Than  men  their  minds !  'tis  true,  oh  heaven ! 
were  man 
But  conftant  he  were  perfect ;  that  one  error 
Fills  him  w^ith  faults ;  rriakes  him  run  through  all  fins : 
Ihconftancy  falls  off  ere  it  begins : 
What  is  in  Silvia's  face  but  I  may  fpy 
More  freOi  in  Julia's  with  a  conftant  eye  ? 

Fal.  Come,  come,  a  hand  from  either  : 
JvCt  me  be  bleft  to  make  this  happy  clofe ; 
•Twete  pity  two  fuch  friends  ftiould  long  be  foes* 

Pro,    Bear  witnefs,  heaven^ 
I  have  my  wifli  for  ever* 

Jul,    And  I  mine. 

Enter  Outlaws^  with  Duke  and  TnuRiOi 

Out.    A  prize,  a  prize,  a  prize ! 

VaL    Forbear,  forbear,  I  fay;  it  is  my  lord  the  duke* 
Your  grace  is  welcome  to  a  man  difgrac'd, 
Bani/hed  Valentine. 

Duke.    Sir  Valentine  ! 

Thu.    Yonder  is  Silvia  ;  and  Silvia's  mine. 

VaL    Thurio,  give  back,  or  elfe  embrace  thy  death  ; 
Come  not  within  the  meafure  of  my  wrath  : 

F  D9 
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Do  not  name  Silvia  thine  ;  if  once  again,  * 

Milan  fhall  not  behold  thee.     Here  ihe  ftands, 
Take  but  poffeiTion  of  her  with  a  touch; — 
I  dare  thee  but  to  breathe  upon  my  love. 

Thu.    Sir  Valentine,  I  care  not  for  her,  I ; 
I  hold  him  but  a  fool  that  will  endanger 
His  body  for  a  girl  that  loves  him  not : 
I  claim  her  not,  and  therefore  Ihe  is  thine. 

Dukt\    The  more  degenerate  and  bafe  art  thou 
To  make  fuch  means  for  her  as  thou  haft  done. 
And  leave  her  on  fuch  flight  conditions.— 
Now,  by  the  honour  of  my  anceftry, 
I  do  applaud  thy  fpirit,  Valentine, 
And  think  thee  worthy  of  an  emprefs'  love. 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  former  griefs, 
Cancel  all  grudge,  repeal  thee  home  ^gain. 
Plead  a  new  ftate  in  thy  unrivall'd  merit. 
To  which  I  thus  fubfcribe— -Sir  Valentine, 
Thou  art  a  gentleman,  and  well  derivM  ; 
Take  thou  thy  Silvia,  for  thou  haft  defer v'd  her. 

l^al.     I   thank  your   grace  5    the   gift   hath  made  mc 
happy. 
I  now  befeech  you,  for  your  daughter's  fake. 
To  grant  one  boon  that  I  fhall  alk  of  you. 
Duke,  I  grant  it  for  thine  own,  whate'er  it  be. 
FaL     Thefe  banifti'd  men,  that  I  have  kept  withal^ 
Are  men  endu'd  with  worthy  qualities  j 
Forgive  them  what  they  have  committed  here, 
And  let  them  be  recall'd  from  their  exile  : 
They  are  reformed,  civil,  full  of  good. 
And  fit  for  great  employment,  worthy  lord. 

Duke.    Thou  haft  prevail'd ;  I  pardon  them  and  thee  i 
pifpofe  of  them  as  thou  know'ft  their  deferts. 
Come,  let  us  go ;  we  will  include  all  jars 
With  triumphs,  mirth,  and  rare  folemnity. 

J^al.    And,  as  v/e  walk  along,  I  d^re  be  bold 
With  our  difcourfe  to  make  your  grace  to  fmile. 
What  think  you  of  this  page,  my  lord  ? 
J)uke,  I  think  the  boy  hath  grace  in  him;  he  blufhcs^. 

FaU 
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VaL     I  warrant  you,  my  lord,  more  grace  than  boy. 

Duke.  What  mean  you  by  that  faying  ? 

Val.      Pleafe  3'ou,  I'll  tell  you  as  we  pafs  along, 
That  you  will  wonder  what  hath  fortuned. — • 
Come,  Protheus,  'tis  your  penance  but  to  hear 
The  ftory  of  your  loves  difcovered ; 
That  done,  our  day  of  marriage  fhall  be  yours  ; 
One  feaft,  one  houfe,  one  mutual  happinefs. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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